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SONS  OF  THE  VISCOUNT, 


AND    THE 


DAUGHTERS  OF  THE  EARL, 


CHAPTER  I. 

As  the  carriage  of  Lord  De  Courci  ap- 
proached Dudley  House  his  emotions 
became  more  and  more  visible.  "  Let  me 
go  first,  my  dear  brother,  and  prepare  the 
mind  of  my  nephew  for  your  unexpected 
goodness," 

^'  You  are  right,  Emma:  let  Robert 
stay  with  me  :  we  will  get  out,  and  the  car- 
riage can  convey  you  to  the  cottage,  and 
wait  your  return.  I  need  not  teJl  you  to 
remember  the  impatience  of  a  father." 

When  the  travelling  carriage  of  Lord 
De  Courci  stopped  at  the  door  of  Mrs, 
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Evelyn's  cottage,  Lady  IMary  was  sitting 
by  the  bed-side  of  her  sick  husband, 
reading  to  him  one  of  his  favourite  au- 
thors, in  a  voice  so  soft  and  sweet,  that 
he  felt  his  pains  grow  less  as  she  went  on. 
The  sound  of  the  carriage  made  her  pause: 
she  thought  it  was  the  physician,  whom 
she  had  sent  for  ;  but  how  great  was  her 
surprise  and  pleasure  when  the  sweet  form 
of  Lady  Desmond,  like  the  angel  of  peace, 
broke  upon  her  sight.  She  rose  and  flew 
to  her  extended  arms.  Her  ladyship  ten- 
derly embraced  her,  then  hastened  to  the 
almost  lifeless  Lord  Reginald. 

The  sound  of  her  voice  in  accents  of 
tenderness  recalled  his  fainting  spirits  :  a 
burst  of  tears  relieved  him,  and  he  pressed 
the  hand  of  his  aunt  to  his  parched  lips. 
**  How  kind,  how  good  you  are,"  said. he, 
in  a  tremulous  voice,  *'  to  travel  thus  far 
alone  to  visit  your  exiled  nephew  1  I  fear- 
ed that  I  should  not  live  to  express  my 
gratitude  for  your  kind  attentions  to  me 
and  my  wife.  Angeline,  Robert,  they 
know  not  how  dear  they  are  to  me,  how 
sensible  1  am  of  their  affection    for   mf 
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]Mary.  Could  I  but  once  again  see  my  fa- 
ther, once  more  receive  his  blessing,  his 
pardon,  I  should  die  happy/* 

"  Talk  not  of  dying,  my  adored  Regi- 
nald," said  his  lovely  wife.  ''  I  cannot 
exist  without  you  :  my  heart  beats  with 
hope,  and  the  blissful  assurance  that  Lady 
Desmond  comes  the  delightful  messenger 
of  peace  and  pardon." 

Lady  Desmond  pressed  hef  h^nd.  *' Trust 
to  the  forebodings  of  Mary,"  replied  her 
ladyship.  "  I  did  not  travel  alone,  my  dear 
Reginald.  Your  cousin  Robert  longs  to 
embrace  you  :  to-morrow  mornings  if  you 
will  try  to  compose  yourself,  he  shall  see 
you.  Hope  every  thing  for  the  best.  I  am 
anxiously  expected  by  one  who  has  your 
happiness  still  at  heart." 

She  was  rising  to  quit  the  chamber,  but 
Lord  Reginald  hastily  detained  her.  "Only 
say  that  my  father  forgives  me,  that  I  shall 
see  him  once  asain,  and  1  am  well  :  the 
bare  idea  alone  has  reanimated  me." 

'  *'  Be  tranquil,  my  dear  nephew.  Have  I 
not  said  hope  every  thing  for  the  best  ?  To- 
morrow,  or  perhaps   to-night,  I  wilFsee 
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you  again,  but  you  must  be  obedient,  you 
must  be  composed." 

Lord  Reginald  kissed  her  hand,  and  she 
hastily  returned  to  his  expectant  father. 
Eagerly  he  flew  to  receive  her,  and  to  hear 
news  of  his  son.  "  I  have  pardoned  him  in 
my  heart,"  exclaimed  Lord  De  Courci, 
•*  and  I  will  hasten  to  bestow  it  personally." 
After  taking  some  refreshment,  the  Earl, 
accompanied  by  Lord  Desmond,  walked  to 
the  cottage  of  Mrs,  Evelyn.  The  physi- 
cian's carriage  was  at  the  door.  Lord  De 
Courci  rushed  into  the  parlour,  where  he 
was  speaking  to  the  mother  of  Lady  Mary, 
and  wildly  demanded  his  opinion  of  the 
beloved  patient. 

Mrs.  Evelyn  forgot  her  resentment  in 
her  joy  at  his  arrival,  and  whispered  to  the 
physician  that  it  was  the  Earl.  Hardly 
waiting  to  hear  the  reply  to  his  question, 
his  lordship  with  a  palpitating  heart  fol- 
lowed Mrs.  Evelyn  to  the  chamber  of  his 
son.  Lord  Desmond  entered  first,  and  flew 
to  the  extended  hand  of  his  friend. 

"  My  dear  cousin,"  said  the  invalid, 
"  your  presence  revives  me.     I    breathe 
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more  freely  ;  but  are  you  alone  ?  I  had 
dared  to  hope  that  my  beloved,  my. ever 
honoured  father — '* 

''My  son,  my  darling  son/'  exclaimed  the 
Earl,  flinging  himself  by  the  side  of  Lord  Re- 
ginald, "  thy  father  is  here.'*  Lord  Reginald 
heard  no  more:  he  had  sunk  breathless  into 
the  arms  of  his  almost  fainting  wife.  The 
voice  of  his  parent,  however,  restored 
him  to  life.  He  felt  tlie  pressure  of  his  fa- 
ther's embrace,  he  heard  the  sweet  sounds 
of  pardon  and  love,  and  again  fainted  with 
oliss  too  strong  for  his  weak  nerves  to  bear. 

The  Earl  hastily  called  for  assistance, 
and  the  benevolent  physician,  who,  dread- 
ing the  effect  of  the  visit,  had  waited  to 
be  in  readiness,  now  attended  the  sum- 
mons. He  alone,  of  ail  present,  was  com- 
posed enough  to  administer  some  drops  to 
his  patient,  which  had  the  desired  effect, 
and  Lord  Reginald  once  more  opened  his 
eves  on  his  ao^onized  father. 

After  again  embracing  him,  and  assuring 
him  of  his  entire  forgiveness,  the  Earl,  at 
the  request  of  Doctor  Harrington,  with- 
drew  with  Lord    Desmond,  and  left  his 
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son  to  the  tender  care  of  his  aflfectionato 
wife.  They  descended  to  the  parlour, 
where  Mrs.  Evelyn  willingly  accepted  the 
proffered  hand  of  his  lordship  with  grateful 
pleasure. 

*'  All  private  pique  is  at  an  end  between 
us,  my  dear  Madam,  In  i'uture  I  beg  of 
you  to  consider  me  as  your  warm  and 
steady  friend/' 

Mrs.  Evelyn  raised .  his  hand  to  horlips; 
and  from  that  moment  ceased  to  remember 
the  insult  he  had  once  offered  to  her  daugli- 
ter.     Lord   De   Courci  wished  to  accom- 
modate  Doctor  Harrington  with  a  bed  at 
Dudley  House,  but  the  considerate  physi- 
cian proposed   to  remain  at  the  cottage  in 
case  his  advice  or  presence  might  be  neces- 
sar}^  ;  he,  however,  consoled   his  lordship 
by  the   assurance,   that  if   Lord  Reginald 
was  kept  quiet,  and  the  fever  abated,  he 
should   not   consider   him  in  any  danger, 
his  illness   evidently  proceeding  from  the 
state   of   his  mind.      The  cause  now  re- 
moved, he  did  not  doubt  of  his  speedy  re- 
covery, though   he  should  certainly  advise 
him  to  be  kept  as  tranquil  as  possible,  and 
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to    have  chaiiG^e  of  air  as    soon   as  he  was 
able  to  be  removed. 

Lord  Desmond  had  slipped  into  the 
hand  of  Lady  Mary  the  affectionate  little 
billet  of  his  iavourite  cousin  ;  and  the  inte- 
resting wife  of  Lord  lleg^inald  had  kissed 
the  note  with  emotions  of  grateful  love, 
for  it  contained  the  most  lively  assurances 
of  the  tenderness  of  Lady  Angeline. 

*'  My  Reginald,  my  adored  husband,  we 
shall  yet  be  happy.  The  Earl  has  forgiven 
our  union,  and  the  sweet  Angeline  longs 
to  embrace  us/* 

"  And  I  shall  live  I  hope, .  m}^  Mary, 
to  reward  yopr  affection,  your  persevering 
tenderness — live  to  fold  to  my  bosom  a 
pledge  of  our  mutual  love." 
.  The  pardon  of  a  beloved  parent  ope- 
rated as  a  charm  upon  the  constitution  of 
Lord  lleginald  :  in  a  week  he  was  able, 
with  the  assistance  of  his  cousin,  to  leave 
his  room,  and  in  the  course  of  another  to 
remove  to  Dudley  House.  Mrs.  Evelyn 
politely  declined  accompanying  them 
to  the  splendid  mansion  of  the  Earl,  who 
perceiving  her  attachment  to  the  elegant 
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little  cottage,  which  had  been  of  late  years 
her  constant  residence,  begged  her  ac- 
ceptance of  it  in  so  handsome  a  manner, 
that,  independent  aS  she  naturally  felt  her- 
self, yet  she  could  not  refuse  the  kind  pre- 
sent of  his  lordship  without  running  a 
risk  of  offending  him. 

Lord  Desmond  had  written  immediately 
to  Lady  Angeline  to  ease  her  anxiety  con- 
cerning her  cousin,  and  Lady  Mary  had 
also,  taken  the  fijst  opportunity  to  express 
her  grateful  acknowledgments  for  her 
friendly  and  affectionate  attentions,  as- 
suring her  that  she  should  ever  consider 
herself  as  principally  indebted  to  her  for 
the  pardon  and  affection  of  Lord  De  Cour- 
ci.  The  reply  of  Lady  Angeline  breathed 
forth  the  tenderest  wishes  for  the  recovery 
of  her  cousin  Reginald,  and  for  the  perma- 
nent felicity  of  them  both.  To  Lord  Des- 
mond she  wrote  confidentially,  acquaint- 
ing him  with  all  that  had  passed  during 
his  absence.  Great  was  his  surprise  to 
hear  that  the  Villa  of  Mr.  Wrottesley  was 
so  near  the  residence  of  his  adored  Cecil, 
How  did  his  heartthrob,   when  the  Earl 
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and  his  mother  proposed  that  she  should 
return  to  Tov.n,  in  order  to  pay  his  pro- 
mised visit  to  Lady  Elvira!  And  as  a 
change  of  air  was  no  longer  deemed  neces- 
sary for  Lord  Reginald,  it  was  agreed  that 
they  should  continue  at  Dudley  House 
until  the  latter  end  of  May,  when  all  the 
family  meant  to  quit  it  for  Grosvenor 
Square,  preparatory  to  the  King*s  birth- 
day ;  the  Earl  being  desirous  of  presenting 
his  son  and  Lady  Mary  on  that  day.  He 
had'  also  expressed  a  wish  that  De  Courci 
Castle  might  become  the  residence  of 
Lord  Reginald,  and  for  that  purpose,  in 
contradiction  to  his  own  private  feelings, 
he  hinted  a  desire  that  the  whole  of  the  fa- 
mily, including  Lady  Elvira  and  Mr.  Wrot- 
tesley,  should  pass  the  ensuing  summer  at 
the  noble  mansion  of  his  ancestors.  Lady 
Desmond,  sighing,  consented  once  more  to 
enter  the  magnificent  abode  of  her  child- 
hood; she  wrote  to  both  her  nieces,  and 
intimated  the  plan  of  her  brother,  but  she 
was  silent  respecting  the  agitation  and  un- 
easiness it  had  already  occasioned  herself. 
Her  son  was  al^o  the  bearer  of  letters  froiru 
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his  happy  friend,  and  the  equally  happy- 
Lady  Mary,  who  anticipated  with  delight 
the  pleasure  she  should  receive  when  un- 
der the  same  roof  with  the  amiable  favou- 
rite of  her  husband. 

The  arrival  of  Lord  Desmond  at  the 
Villa  gave  pleasure  to  every  individual,  to 
Lady  Angeline  in  particular,  while  the  af- 
fection which  animated  her  on  returning 
the  embrace  of  her  cousin  was  visible  to 
the  love-sick  Marquis.  He  would  have 
resigned  all  his  fortune  to  have  exchanged 
situations  but  for  a  moment  with  his 
highly  valued  friend  :  nothing  would  iiave 
been'too  great  a  sacrifice  which  could  have 
procured  him  the  felicity  of  straining  to 
his  bosom  the  angelic  little  sister  of  Lady 
Elvira. 

All  the  family  expressed  their  satisfac- 
tion at  the  perfect  reconciliation  which 
had  taken  place,  and  Lady  Elvira  immediate- 
ly assented  to  the  proposal  of  her  uncle.  Mr. 
Wrottesley  willingly  complied,  and  Lady 
Angeline,  who  felt  the  colour  deepen  on 
her  cheek,  endeavoured  to  attribute  it  to 
the  joy  she  should  taste  on  beholding  the 
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kind  friend  and  director  of  her  youth,  the 
worthy  Lady  Dorothea  Archdale. 

Eagerly  Lord   Desmond    sought  an  op- 
portunity to  question  his  cousin  if  she  had 
seen  Miss  Fortescue.  He  rose  before  it  was 
light,  and  watched  with  feverish  impatience 
the  opening  of  Lady  Angeline's  door.     It 
was  a  fine  ^norning,  on  the  first  of  May, 
when   the  cousins  softly  descended  before 
the  family  were  up,  and  strolled  into  the 
garden  of  the   Villa.     The  heart  of  Lord 
Desmond  beat  violentlv  as  he  2azed  on  the 
ivy-covered  walls  of  the  Lodge,  which  con- 
tained the  sweet  daughter  of  the  Viscount. 
Lady  Angel ine  took  him  to  the  entrance 
of  the  nut-walk:  she  paused,  and  informed 
him    of  her    reason   for   declining  to    en- 
ter it.     The  entreaties,   however,    of  her 
cousin,  and  the  earliness  of  the  hour,  made 
her  resolution  waver.   At  length  she  yielded 
to  his  persuasions,  and  accompanied  him 
through  it.     The  beauty  of  the  morning, 
the    budding    foliage    of    the     trees,    the 
sweet  songs  of  the  feathered  tenants  of  the 
walk,  made  it  appear  a  fit  retreat  for  mu- 
tual love,     '*  Oh  I  Angeline,"  exclaimed 
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Lord  Desmond,  "  bow  inexplicable  are 
the  ways  of  Providence  !  How  strange  it 
appears,  even  to  myself,  that  impressed  as 
I  am  with  a  just  sense  of  all  your  merits, 
your  virtues,  and  personal  attractions,  yet 
my  wayward  heart  should  refuse  to  single 
you  out  for  its  mate,  should  in  spite  of 
reason,  and  of  prudence,  devotedly  attach 
itself  to  the  daughter  of  my  enemy  !  Some 
secret  impulse  draws  ^le  to  my  ruin» 
Dearest  Angeline,  beloved  friend  of  my  bo- 
som, this  is  a  spot  calculated  for  confi- 
derrce  and  reciprocal  affection.  Do  not 
chide  me,  my  sweet  cousin,  while  I  give 
utterance  to  my  unhappy  passion  for  the 
beautiful  Cecil/* 

"  Dear  Robert,*^*^  replied  her  ladysliip^ 
gazing  on  him  tenderly,  "  I  almost  agree 
with  you  in  thinking  that  some  secret 
power  attracts  the  children  of  the  hostile 
families  together.  Oh  !  that  the  animosity 
which  once  subsisted  between  my  dear  fa- 
ther and  the  Viscount  had  been  buried  in 
the  tomb  of  my  ancestors  !  I  am  myself 
strongly  interested  for  every  individual  of 
that  family,  once  so  dear  to  mine  ;  and  if  I 
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may  judge  by  their  eyes,  their  hearts  do 
not  partake  of  the  hereditary  hate  of  their 
father.** 

"  You  are  right,  Angeline.  I  feel  assured 
that  diitv  alone  restrains  their  inclinations. 
Tljey  are  secretly  our  friends.  Dear  Ange- 
line, do  you  think  that  nothine:  would  sof- 
ten  the  resentment  of  the  Viscount  ?  Oh  ! 
give  me  hope,  give  me  life,  for  my  whole 
soul  is  devoted  to  Cecil.  He  could  not 
love  my  mother  more  dearly,  more  ten- 
derly; than  1  adore  his  daughter.** 

"  Alas  !**  replied  his  gentle  confidant^ 
*'^  I  fear  that  the  Viscount's  hatred  is 
fixed,  is  unchangeable.  Oh  !  seek  for  hap- 
piness in  some  morC'  favourable  union. 
Lord  Fortesx^ue  will  never  be  brought  to 
forgive  the  injury  whtch  robbed  him  of 
your  mother's  hand." 

"  His  own  feelings,"  said  her  cousin, 
*^  might  perhaps  lead  him  to  pity  mine. 
Had  he  loved  as  1  do,  he  would  not  have 
sacrificed  the  woman  he  adored  to  the 
pride  and  dignity  of  his  family.  To  obtain 
the  hand  of  Cecil,  I  would  exchange  my 
birth-rjght,  and  relinquish  all  the  honours 
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of  my  rank  and  fortune.  To  be  the  hus- 
band of  Cecil  I  would  willingly  become 
an  exile  from  my  native  lajid,  and  find  in 
her  arms,  her  smiles,  all  the  endearing 
tenderness  of  my  heart  amply  repaid." 

Lady  Angeline  turned  her  hlue  eyes,  hu- 
mid with  tears,  on  the  countenance  of  her 
cousin.  "This  then  is  love  !'' said  she, 
in  a  tremulous  voice — -"  that  passion  of  the 
human  heart  which  every  individual  from 
the  palace  of  the  sovereign,  to  the  cottage 
of  the  humblest  peasant,  feels  alike  its 
,  powerful  influence.  Oh  !  may  I  never  be- 
come its  votary,  since  it  narrows  the  heart, 
and  concentrates  all  its  dearest  affections 
in  one  object.  So  strongly  do  I  feel  my- 
self attached  to  my  family,  that  I  think 
myself  incapable  of  relinquishing  forever, 
its  endearments,  and  yet  if  ever  I  should 
love,  it  will  be  fondly,  firmly,  faithfully.** 

Lord  Desmond  looked  at  her  lovely  face 
crimsoned  with   blushes.     She  continued. 

"  My  heart  cannot  deceive  me,  Robert  : 

it  tells  me   that  your's  will  never  forget 

the  years  of  anxious  tenderness  passed  by 

-  your  dear  mother,  that  your  reason  will 
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curb  your  desires,  aud  that  you  will  die 
rather  than  add  to  the  youthful  sorrows 
of  that  beloved  parent,  by  yielding  to  the 
horrors  of  a  hopeless  attachment.  Think 
of  her  sufferings,  of  her  fortitude.  Let  her 
bright  example  animate  you  to  the  like 
victory  over  your  own  affections/* 

"  Angeline,''  replied  Lord  Desmond, 
"  I  own  myself  corrected.  I  would  indeed 
sacrifice  my  existence  rather  than  give  my 
mother  pain.  I  will  conceal  my  love,  but 
I  cannot  tear  from  my  heart  the  image  of 
its  object.  Oh  !  may  you  never  experi- 
ence the  pangs  of  disappointed  tenderness — 
never,  dearest  Angeline,  may  your  gentle 
bosom  throb  with  unrequited  affection. 
May  the  worthy  Arlington  be  the  happy 
man  destined  to  teach  you  all  its  plea- 
sures, but  not  its  pains/* 

Lady  Angeline  sighed  deeply.  They 
now  quitted  the  nut-walk,  lest  any  of  the 
family  should  join  them  while  they  were 
in  it.  In  returning  to  the  house,  they 
were  met  by  the  Marquis,  who  seemed 
surprised  that  they  had  taken  so  early  a 
walk.    His  countenance  was  overspread  by 
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a  melancholy  gloom,  which,  however,  dis- 
persed upon  the  friendly  pressure  of  the 
"  hand  given  him  by  Lord  Desmond,  who 
resigned  his  cousin  to  his  care  ;  and 
hearing  that  the  family  were  not  yet  stir- 
ring, determined  to  extend  his  walk. 

Chance,  which  is  frequently  more  fa- 
vourable to  lovers  than  design,  had  so- or- 
dained it,  that  Cecil  and  her  friend  Julia 
Aveland  were  in  the  garden  time  enough 
to  overhear  the  conversation  of  LorI  Des- 
mond and  his  cousin.  The  heart  of  Ce- 
cil throbbed  against  the  arm  of  Julia,  who 
supported  lier  trembling  friend.  Fiiln  and 
bitter  remembrance  put  to  flight  the  rap- 
ture which  first  thrilled  with  ecstasy  the 
soul  of  Cecil,  and  on  the  departure  of  hei* 
lover  and  Lady  Angel ine,  she  raised  her 
head  from  the  shoulder  of  Miss  Aveland, 

"  Let  «s  go,  my  friend,  to  our  favourite 
lane,**  said  she.  "  I  am  wholly  unfit  at 
this  nfioment  to  meet  any  of  my  family^ 
Let  us  hasten,  dear  Julia,  to  where  my  agi^ 
tations-  may  pass  unnoticed/* 

They  passed  rapidly  through  the  grounds 
of  the  Lodge,  and  out  at  the  baci  door, 
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which  led  theni  into  a  long  narrow  lant^, 
hedged  on  each  side  with  hawthorn,  wild 
roses,  and  egliintine. 

*'  i  'breathe  again,"  said  Cecily  as  she 
Seated  herself  on  the  verdant  bank  covered 
with  violets  and  primroses.  ''  Oh  !  my  dear 
Jidia,  how  amiable,  how  deserving,  how 
unfortunate  is  Lord  Desmond  !  My  heart 
bleeds  for  him  — alas!  it  beats  in  unison 
with  his  own,  and  I  am  an  equal  sufferer 
with  himself/* 

Miss  Aveland  embraced  her  friend,  who 
felt  considerably  relieved  in  pouring  forth 
her  sorrows  on  the  gentle  bosom  of  Julia, 
who  entreated  her  to  recollect  the  fondness 
of  the  Viscount,  and  to  draw  from  it  con- 
solation and  hope.  Cecil  shook  her  head. 
*'  No,  Julia/*  she  replied,  w^iping  away 
her  tears,  "  mv  father  shall  never  kdow 
Xriy  wea  k  e  ss.  Love  consigned  to  an  early 
grave  my  too  confiding  aunt,  and  her 
namesake  is  also  doomed  to  fall  a  victim 
to  her  misplaced  tenderness." 

The  sound  of  footsteps  slowly  advanc- 
ing made  them  start  from  their  seats.  The 
lane  was  so  retired,  that  hitherto  they  had 
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never  seen  a  human  being  during  their  short 
rambles  in  it.  The3Mvere  hastening  forward, 
when  Lord  Desmond,  with  folded  arms,  and 
eyesbenton  the  ground,  approached.  Cecil 
clung  to  her  friend  as  he  drew  near.  Pen- 
sively he  raised  his  head.  In  a  moment 
every  feature  was  illumined  with  rapture  : 
he  rushed  towards  them,  and  flinging  him- 
self at  the  feet  of  Miss  Fortescue,  pressed 
lier  trembling  hand  to  his  lips,  then  rising, 
entreated  pardon  for  giving  way  to  the 
sudden  emotions  of  his  soul. 

The  face  of  Cecil  was  vet  moistened 
with  tears  ;  she  attempted  to  speak,  but 
her  voice  failed  her,  and  she  leaned  again 
on  the  shoulder  of  Miss  Aveland.  Lord 
Desmond  gazed  on  her  lovely  countenance: 
he  yet  held  her  hand  in  his,  and  though 
—  her  face  was  half  averted,  yet  the  expres- 
sion was  such  as  fdled  his  bosom  with 
hope. 

"  Dearest  Miss  Fortescue,*'  said  he,  in 
a  voice  of  tenderness,  "  how  qan  I  express 
my  happiness  at  this  unexpected  interview! 
Let  me  not  lose  the  favourable  opportunity 
of  declaring  how  anxiously  I  have  longed 
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to  behold  you,  how  unceasingly  I  have 
thought  of  you  alone,  since  last  I  had  the 
bliss  of  seeino'  vou.  Beloved  Miss  Fortes- 
cue,  dear  adored  Cecil,  we  were  not  born 
to  be  enemies:  my  heart  is  devoted  to  you 
alone~it  can  never  make  asecond  choice.'* 
Cecil  turned  on  him  her  blushing  face, 
which,  in  spite  of  her  wishes,  expressed 
her  secret  feelings,  and  betrayed  the  false- 
hood which  her  tongue  was  compelled  to 
utter. 

■  ''  I  am  sorry,  my  lord,  that  my  duty  to 
my  father  obliges  me  to  remind  you  of  the 
impropriety  of  your  addressing  bis  daugh- 
ter in  the  style  you  persist  in  assumins^.  I 
am  grieved  also  to  bring  to  your  recollec- 
tion that  no  intercourse  can  ever  subsist 
between  us."  She  had  withdrawn  her 
hand,  and  with  Julia  hastened  towards  thcT' 
gate  which  led  into  the  grounds  of  the  Lodge. 
Lord  Desmond  stood  for  a  moment  mo- 
tionless, then  springing  forward  he  caught 
the  hand  of  the  sympathizing  Julia,  and  en- 
treated her  to  plead  for  him  with  her  friend 
in  terms  so  tender  and  persuasive,  that  the 
tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of  Miss  iVveland  as 
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she  assured  him  that  he  had  her  best 
wishes  for  his  happiness.  Then  closing  the 
gate,  she  joined  her  weeping  friend,  who, 
throwing  her  arms  round  her  neck,  gave  way 
afresh  to  the  grief  which  overpowered  her. 

''  Ah  !  Cecil/*  exclaimed  Miss  Aveland, 
''  my  heart  would  not  have  retained  its  for- 
titude, its  resolution,  against  such  a  lover 
as  young  Desmond.  I  could  not  have  re- 
plied to  him  as  you  did  ;  I  could  not  have 
-taught  my  tongue  to  utter  words  so  cruel 
and  unkind.'* 

^'  Do  not  add  to  my  distress,  Julia,  by 
your  reproaches,'*  said  Miss  Fortescue. 
"The  tears  which  now  I  shed,  the  as^itation 
which  now  I  suffer,  betrays  how  deeply 
my  heart  is  affected  by  the  necessity  which 
compelled  me  to  damp  the  hopes  of  him  I 
love  dearer  than  my  life.  Yet  would  it  not 
be  more  cruel,  were  I  weakly  to  yield  to  the 
tenderiiess  1  feel  for  him,  were  1  to  own 
that  tenderness,  and  encourage  his  preten- 
sions, when  I  am  confident  that  the  Vis- 
count  would  never  forgive  my  disobedi- 
ence ;  and  that  1  should  only  entail  misery 
and  humiliation  on  the  man  whose  peace  is 
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dearer  to  me  than  my  own  ?  You  knevr 
not  the  agonies  I  suffered  while  I  uttered 
those  woros  which  you  condemn/* 

"  It  is  well,  my  dearest  Cecil,  that  you 
possess  so  high  a  sense  of  duty,  so  great  a 
command  over  your  own  feelings  ;  forgive, 
me,  however,  if  1  again  repeat,  that  I 
sjiould  have  been  wholly  unable  to  wound 
so  severely  a  heart  which  I  knew  to  be 
devoted  to  my  happiness." 

They  returned  to  the  Lodge,  silent 'and 
uneasy,  while  the  object  of  their  inquie- 
t4jde  joined  the  family  at  the  Villa,  with  a 
heart  and  mind  torn  by  love  and  disap- 
pointed hope.  After  breakfast  the  car- 
riages were  ordered,  and  the  Marquis  had 
the  felicity  of  driving  Lady  Angelina  in 
his  curricle,  while  her  cousin  rode  on  horse- 
back by  its  side.  Lady  Elvira  and  I^r, 
Wrottesley  went  to  Town  to  pay  a  morn- 
ing visit  to  the  Jlarl  and  Countess  of  Dor- 
rington,  and  to  bring  down  Lady  Clemen- 
tina  and  her  sister,  who  were  to  pass  a 
couple  of  days  at  the  Villa. 

The  pensiveness  of  Lord  Desmond  was 
not  unobserved  by  th^  Marquis,  who  good- 
naturedly  endeavoured  to  draw  him  from 
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his  melancholy  musings.  While  they 
were  talking,  the  open  carriage  of  Henry 
Fortescue  passed,  with  himself,  his  wife, 
and  Miss  Aveland.  The  Marquis  bowed, 
they  returned  his  salute. 

'*  I  have  been  very  remiss,"  said  he, 
'*  and  must  make  amends  for  my  inatten- 
tion, b}^  calling  on  the  Viscount  when  we 
return.  How  proud,  my  dear  Desmond, 
should  I  feel  myself,  were  you  able  to  ac- 
company me.  The  family  are  all  so  truly 
amiable,  that  it  is  impossible  not  to  regret 
seriously  the  unhappy  cause  wiiich  divides 
such  kindred  excellence."  His  eyesglanc- 
'  ed  at  Lady  Angeline  as  he  spoke. 

"  Mrs.  Fortescue,"  said  her  ladyship, 
**  appears  very  delicate  :  I  think  she  looks 
paler  than  usual." 

"She  is,  I  fear,  far  gone  in  a  decline," 
replied  the  Marquis  :  "  her  natural  love  of 
dissipation  will  prove  fatal  to  her  at  last." 

*'  God  forbid  !"  hastily  exclaimed  Lady 
Angeline,  "  for  what  then  would  be  the  fate 
of  her  husband  ?" 

"  That  he  loves  her  tenderly  I  believe," 
said  Lord  Arlington,  "  for  never  man  paid 
more  attention  to  the  comforts  and  wishes 
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of  a  wife  than  Henry  Fortescue.  He  is  one 
of  the  most  amiable  beings  that  I  know  of, 
and  his  uniform  affectionate  conduct  to 
Mrs,  Fortescue  reflects  the  highest  honour  . 
on  his  heart  and  principles,  since  I  have 
heard,  from  very  good  authority,  that  the 
match  was  made  up  by  the  Viscount  and 
the  father  of  the  lady/' 

Lady  Angel ine  felt  her  admiration  in- 
crease by  the  second  repetition  of  this  in- 
telligence. Lady  Clementina  had  first 
started  the  idea,  that  Henry's  marriage 
wnth  his  cousin  was  in  obedience  to  the 
wishes  of  his  father  and  uncle ;  and  now 
that  the  Marquis  had  affirmed  the  same, 
she  did  not  doubt  of  its  truth.  '*  If,"  thought 
she,"  hisbehaviour  issokind,so  exemplary, 
to  the  woman  selected  for  him  by  his  fa- 
ther, what  would  it  be  to  one,  the  chosen 
idol  of  his  heart  ?  What  rapture,  what 
bliss,  would  be  the  lot  of  such  a  woman!" 

During  this  reflection,  the  Marquis  sat 
gazing  on  the  beautiful  pensive  face  of 
Lady  Angeline, and  with  difficulty  refrained 
from  uttering  the  fondness  which  filled  his 
soul  :  his  eyes,  however,  were  not  silent ; 
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tliQry  told  her  ladyship,  in  the  most  power- 
ful language,  his  unchangeable  affection  : 
they  added  to  the  thoughtfulness  of  her 
mind  ;  and  she  felt  angry  with  herself  for 
being  incapable  of  returning  his  delicate 
and  sincere  attachment. 

The  arrival  of  the  lively  daughters  of 
the  Duchess  of  Aimhigh  restored  them  to 
cheerfulness,  and  as  they  proposed  to  call 
the  next  morning  at  the  Viscount's,  the 
Marquis  postponed  his  intended  visit,  in 
order  that  he  might  accompany  them.  La- 
dy Elvira  now  disclosed  the  marriage  of 
her  cousin,  and  the  reason  which  had  ba- 
nished him  so  long  from  his  father  and  the 
diversions  of  London.  The  goodnatured 
daughters  of  the  Duchess  rejoiced  to  hear 
of  his  recovery,  and  restoration  to  the  favour 
of  the  Earl,  and  declared  that  they  would 
be  the  lirst  to  pay  a  visit  to  Lady  Mary  on 
her  arrival  in  Town. 

The  next  day  they  agreeably  surprised 
Mrs.  Fortescue  by  their  unexpected  pre- 
sence, who  felt  her  spirits  revive  at  their 
lively  conversation. 

^'  Mamma,"    said    Lady    Clementina, 
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"  loaded  me  with  a  hundred  kind  things, 
which  I  was  to  say  to  you,  your  sister,  and 
Miss  Aveland  ;  but  I  have  forgotten  them 
ail,  except  that  she  intends  to  call  on  you 
shortly,  and  hopes  to  see  you  on  Saturday 
at  the  Opera/' 

Henry  looked  at  his  wife,  who  under- 
stood him,  and  consequently  replied  that, 
she  did  not  mean  to  appear,  in  public  until 
Lady  Arlington's  ball. 

*'  I  am  sorry  for  that,"  said  Lady  Lucy, 
''  We  are  quite  dull  since  you  and  Lady 
Elvira  Wrottesley  left  Town.  I  begin  to 
wonder  what  ^an  have  made^^ou  all  so  fond 
of  the  country,  even  the  gallant  Marquis 
has  quite  forsaken  us,  and  "  finds  all  his 
world  in  this  lone  solitude.** 

His  lordship  coloured,  and  Henry  rose 
under  pretence  of  shewing  Lady  Lucy  a 
fine  miniature  of  his  wife,  which  had  just 
been  sent  home.  The  painter  had  arrayed 
the  handsome  features  of  Mrs.  Fortescue 
in  the  glowing  colours  of  animated  health. 
Her  ladyship  could  not  avoid  sighing  asshe 
contrasted  the  likeness  with  the  pale  cheek 
and  languid  appearance  of  the  fair  invalid. 

VOL.    III.  c 
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Her  sigh  was  echoed  back  by  the  anxious 
husband,  who,  mournfully  closing  the  case, 
opened  another,  in  which  were  the  minia- 
tures of  his  sister  and  her  friend. 

"  Tell  me,'*  cried  Sidney,  eagerly, ''  does 
not  your  ladyship  think  this  a  faithful  copy 
of  Miss  Aveland  ?  The  subject  appears  to 
have  animated  the  .artist  to  the  utmost  trial 
of  his  skill;* 

"Certainly,  I  agree  with  you,**  replied 
Lady  Lucy,  looking  archly  at  him:  ''  he 
most  probably  caught  from  yourself  also  a 
portion  of  that  enthusiasm  which  enabled 
him  to  do  justice  to  the  beauty  of  Miss 
Aveland/* 

Sidney  looked  confused,  and  Lady  Lucy, 
after  enjoying  his  embarrassment  for  some 
minutes,  carried  the  case  to  her  sister,  who 
was  laughing  and  rallying  theViscount  upon 
his  love  of  retirement.  The  Marquis  second- 
ed her  entreaties,  that  his  lordship  would 
honour  his  mother's  ball  by  his  presence. 

*'  If  you  will,  my  lord,**  cried  Lady  Cle- 
mentina, gaily,  "I  will  promise  to  dance  with 
no  one  that  evening  but  your  lordship.** 

*'  The  temptation  is  great,  I  confess,*' 
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replied  the  Viscount,  smiling  sweetly  as  he 
kissed  the  fair  hand  of  the  supplicant. 
''  Henry,  however,  must  apply  for  that  ho- 
nour during  the  absence  of  the  Duke  of 
Auburn.  I  have  lost  all  relish  for  the 
amusements  of  a  ball,  and  should  make  a 
sad  dull  partner  for  your  lively  ladyship/' 

"  Fie,  my  lord,*'  replied  Lady  Clemen- 
tina,  ''  at  your  age  t6  talk  of  being  a  dull 
partner  :  you  make  me  smile,  positively,  at 
the  idea  of  a  man  just  in  the  prime  of  life 
losing  all  relish  for  the  delightful  enjoy^ 
ments  of  a  country-dance.  J  see,  however, 
that  all  my  eloquence  will  fail  me,  there- 
fore I  must  bear  my  disappointment  with 
christian  fortitude." 

"  It  is  1  that  ought  to  complain,  is  it  not 
Miss  Fortescue?''  said  her  sister,  '' I  that 
have  lost  two  of  my  best  partners.  Tho 
Marquis  is  so  much  taken  up  with  the-pret- 
ty  sister  of  Lady  Elvira  that  he  cannot 
take  compassion  upon  me,  and  your  bro- 
ther Sidney,  he  too  has  deserted  me.  Am 
I  not  very  ill  treated?" 

"  I   think    so    indeed,"    repHed   Cecil, 
smiling,   -but  after  so  public  an  accusa-' 

c  2 
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tion,  I  dare  say  your  ladyship  will  have  no 
further  cause  to  complain.*' 

''  I  have  no  hope  left/'  Cried  LadyLucy, 
catching  hold  of  Julia's  hand  and  leading 
her  to  one  of  the  windows.  "  Do  you 
know,"  said  she,  "  that  I  am  half  inclined 
to  quarrel  with  you." 

"  I  hope  not,"  replied  Miss  Aveland, 
sweetly,  "  for  I  should  be  really  distressed 
to  offend  your  ladyship." 

"  Ah!"  exclaimed  the  daughter  of  the 
.Duchess,  '*  it  was  that  little  smile  which 
robbed  me  of  one  of  the  best  partners  I  evet 
had.  Well,  I  believe  I  must  forgive  you, 
though  in  my  heart  1  had  determined  to 
quarrel  with  you  for  running  aw^ay  with 
Sidney  Fortescue."  Then  lowering  her 
voice  ;  "  Tell  me  when  it  is  to  happen,  and 
I  w^ill  forget  every  thing,  and  be  oneofyour 
bridemaids."' 

The  blood  rushed  into  the  cheeks  of  Ju- 
lia. Sidney   observed  it   and  joined  them^ 
*'  What    has  your   mischievous    ladyship 
been   saying — some   little  tale  of  scandal, 
was  it  not,  Julia?'* 

No,  indeed  1"  exclaimed  Lady  Lucy, 
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''  I  was   only *    "  Hush!'*  said   Miss 

Aveland,  trembling  with  confusion  and 
shame.  "  For  heaven*s  sake,  Lady  Lucy,  do 
not  repeat  it ;  you  are  quite  wrong,  I  assure 
you,  in  your  conjectures." 

''  Do  tell  me,  dear  Lady  Lucy,'^  cried 
Sidney,  taking  her  hand,  and  looking  per- 
suasively in  her  laughing  face  :  "  Do  tell 
me,  I  entreat,  what  you  have  just  been 
saying.'* 

"  Dear  Lady  Lucy,  I  conjure  you,*'  said 
Miss  Aveland. 

"  What  an  opportunity  have  I  now  to  be 
revenged  on  you,"  replied  her  ladyship, 
"  but  my  goodnature  will  not  let  me  take 
advantage  of  it.  For  once  in  my  life,  I 
will  be  silent." 

"  Cruel  Ladv  Lucy  !  but  I  will  find  it 
out;  and  then,  how  1.  will  plague  your  lady- 
ship." 

"You  are  welcome,"  she  cried,  gaily: 
"  1  have  no  objection  to  Miss  Aveland 
being  your  informer." 

Julia  was  so  thankful  for  the   goodna- 

tured  forbearance  of  her  ladyship,  that  she 

ratefully  pressed  her  hand,  as  she  quitted 

c   :i 
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the  window  to  join  the  circle  round  Mrs. 
Fortescue,  and  Lady  Lucy  returned  it; 
although  ui  her  heart,  she  would  have  given 
all  she  possessed  to  have  been  the  beloved 
of  Sidney  Fortescue. 

On  their  departure,  Sidney  proposed  a 
walk,  but  Cecil  declined  it ;  afid  Julia,  for 
the  first  time,  felt  embarrassed,  as  she  took 
the  offered  arm  of  one  so  dear  to  he\\ 
Sidney  led  her  into  the  beautiful  lane  in 
which  Cecil  and  herself  had  met  Lord 
Desmond.  He  stooped  to  gather  for  her 
some  of  the  violets  which  ornamented  its 
banks,  and  Julia  thought  they  smelt  more 
sweet   than  usual,    as    coming-    from    his 

hand. 

"  Will  you  not  gratify  my  curiosity, 
Julia?''  said  he:  "it  is  not  often  that  I 
feel  inclined  to  become  acquainted  with 
what  does  not  concern  me,  but  I  candidly 
own  that  I  am  particularly  desirous  to  learp 
what  Lady  Lucy  could  say  to  call  the 
deepest  suffusion  into  your  cheeks:  per- 
haps some  idle  tale  to  my  disadvantage," 

*'  No,  indeed,"    replied  Miss  Aveland, 
unconsciously  placing   the  violets  in   her 
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bosom.  "  Lady  Lucy,  has  too  high  an 
esteem  for  you,  to  wish  to  prejudice  any 
one  against  you/* 

"'Tell  me  then,  my  dear  little  friend, 
what  it  was  that  you  were  so  alarmed  she 
should  discover  to  me.  I  am  confident  it 
in  some  way  or  other  alluded  to  myself/' 
lie  felt  the  form  of  Miss  Aveland  tremble; 
he  saw  her  blushing  face,  and  his  curiosity 
increased.  "  WWi  you  not  oblige  me?" 
said  he,  pressing  her  hand  as  he  spoke.  •'  I 
claim  the  privilege  of  friendship,  and  en- 
treat that  you  will  not  disappoint  me.'' 

"  Indeed,  indeed,  I  .cannot  tell  you,*' 
said  she,  more  and  more  confused. 

'•  Say  that  you  will  not,  Miss  Aveland,** 
replied  Sidney,  dropping  her  hand.  She 
raised  her  eyes;  the  glow  of  anger  flushed 
his  cheek  ;  a  tear  stole  silently  down  her 
own.** 

"  Unkind  Sidney,  to  feel  offended  be- 
cause I  do  not  gratify  a  curiosity  which 
your  own  feelings  should  teach  you  is  im- 
proper, by  my  refusing  to  comply  with 
your  request.'* 

Sidney  felt  the  truth  of  this  reproof,  and 

c  4 
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entreated  her  pardon,  at  the  same  time  he 
felt  his  anxiety  increased  by  her  conduct. 
*'  Do  not  let  me  suffer  in  your  good 
opinion,  my  sweet  friend,'*  said  he,  again 
taking  her  hand  :  "  it  was  my  solicitude  to 
clear  myself  from  any  idle  report  of  her 
ladyship  that  principally  induced  me  to 
urge  you  as  I  have  done.  Once  Lady  Lucy 
honoured  me  with  her  preference,  and  I 
know  not  why,  but  I  suspected,  that  as  I 
have  latterly  been  otherwise  engaged,  and, 
of  course,  not  able  to  pay  her  so  many  at- 
tentions as  formerly,  she  might,  from  female 
pique,  wish  to  injure  me  in  your  esteem/' 

^*  You  do  her  ladyship  great  injustice," 
w^armly  replied  Miss  Aveland^  "  I  am  ig- 
norant of  the  nature  of  those  attentions 
you  may  have  paid  her,  but  of  this  I  am 
certain,  that  she  is  your  friend,  and  pos- 
sesses an  infinity  of  goodnature  and  kind- 
ness of, heart ;  nor  do  1  think  she  is  capa- 
ble of  speaking  ill  of  any  one."     - 

*'  I  always  thought  her  what  you  de- 
scribe," said  he  ;  ''  but  what,  my  dear 
friend,  have  you  done  with  the  violets  I 
gave  you?"    Julia  coloured  deeply.     "  It 
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was  presumptuous  in  me  to  hope  that  they 
were  worthy  of  being  preserved  by  you, 
and  yet,  shall  I  confess  that  I  feel  hurt  at 
your  having  thrown  them  away." 

"  I  have  them  safe/'  replied  Miss  Ave- 
land.  "  You  deceive  me,  Julia,"  cried  Sid- 
ney, taking  both  her  hands,  and  looking  in- 
tently in  her  glowing  face.     She  raised  her 
e3^es  modestly  from  the  ground,  as  she  said, 
"  I  do  not  deceive  you,  Sidney  :  I  never  will 
deceive  you.     While  talking,  I  unconsci- 
ously placed  them  in   my  bosom.*^'     She 
now  drew  them   from  their  snowyretreat, 
and,  shewing  them,  asked  if  he  was  con- 
vinced of  the  truth  of  her  assertion.  Sidney 
hastily  snatched  them  from  her  hand,  and, 
pressing  them  to  his  lips,  refused  to  returu 
them. 

''  No,  dearest  Julia,  now  they  are  mine: 
sacredly  will  i  treasure  them,  since  they 
have  stole  the  perfume  ofthy  lovely  bosom: 
but  say,  dear  girl,  are  you  quite  unconsci- 
ous of  the  paradise  you  allotted  them?  Were 
you  ignorant  of  the  tender  construction  I 
might  put  upon  it,  were  I  vaio  enough  to 
do  so?" 

c  5 
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"  Let  us  return/'  said  Miss  Aveland, 
trembling  in  every  limb  ;  "  let  us  return  ; 
we  have  been  long  absent." 

"  Do  you  refuse  to  answer  this  question 
also?'*  cried  Sidney,  growing  warm,  as  he 
gazed  on  the  sweet  countenance  of  Julia, 
now  rendered  doubly  alluring  by  the  blush- 
ing charms  of  modesty.  "  Am  I  to  be  dis- 
appointed in  every  thing  this  morning? 
Dear  violets  !"  pressing  them  again  to^  his 
lips,  "you  shall  be  companions  to  my  trea- 
sured rose-bud  ;  treasured,  because  it  once 
adorned  the  pure  bosom  of  my  little  friend." 
_  Miss  Aveland,  at  the  mention  of  the  rose- 
bud, felt  a  confirmation  of  all  her  hopes. 
*'  At  length,"  thought  she,  "  I  am  beloved 
by  Sidney  :  Lady  Elvira  is  no  longer  the 
inhuman  destroy  r  of  his  peace;  it  is  me 
he  loves."  Her  head  swam,  her  eyes  grew 
dim,  and  Sidney  caught  her  fainting  in  his 
arms.  The  truth  instantly  flashed  across 
his  mind — as  instantaneously  did  he  call 
Heaven  to  witness  that  her  happiness 
should  be  his  constant  care  ;  that  his  fu- 
ture life  should  be  devoted  to  her  ser- 
vice. 
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Slowly  she  opened  her  dove-like  eyes, 
and  beheld  those  of  Sidney  fixed  on  her- 
self in  speechless  tenderness.     She  shrunk 
.timidly  from  his  arms. 

"  Beloved  Julia  '/'  he  cried,  gently  de- 
taining h^r,  "  lean  on  my  bosom  for  sup- 
port :  I  am  your*s,  if  you  will  accept  of 
me,  unworthy  as  I  am ;  your's  for  ever. 
Speak,  my  sweetest  love,  will  you  take 
into  your  keeping  a  heart  full  of  errors,  yet 
conscious  from  the  first^  of  your  superior 
merits?  Will  you  condescend  to  become 
the  tender  partner  of  my  future  life;  the 
gentle  adviser  and  counsellor  of  my  bosom? 
Say,  dearest  Julia,  will  you  accept  the 
man  rejected  and  abandoned  by  the  faith- 
less Lady  Elvira  :" 

Miss  Aveland,  unable  to  speak,  leaned 
on -his  shoulder:  her  confusion,  her  silence, 
her  crimson  cheek,  betrayed  the  tender- 
ness she  dared  not  avow.  Sidney  strained 
her  to  his  bosom,  and  fixing  his  lips  to 
her's,  in  murmuring  accents  faintly  arti- 
culated his  oath,  of  eternal  constancy. 

''  Let  me  but  hear  the  dear  tones  of  your 
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voice,  my  beloved  Julia;  let  me  be  blest 
with  the  t^h chanting  confession  of  your 
love;  say  but  that  1  am  dear  to  you,  and  I 
will  instantly  conduct  you  home.*' 

"  Vain  is  the  avowal,*'  softly  exclaimed 
Miss  Aveland,  "  of  a  tenderness  which  I 
have  endeavoured  to  check,  as  hopeless. 
My  heart  acknowledged  your  merits,  even 
from  my  first  interview  ;  but  I  thought  my 
affection  alone  too  weak  a  claim  to  a  heart 
once  enslaved  by  the  matchless  beauty  of 
Lady  Elvira." 

"  Name  her  not,"  hastily  replied  Sidney ; 
"  profane  not  your  own  purity,  my  Julia, 
by  the  mention  of  that  imprudent  woman. 
Once,  indeed,  r  believed  it  impossible  to 
forget  her,  but  your  gentle  virtues,  your 
delicate  manners^  and  sweet  conversation, 
restored  me  to  reason,  and  a  sense* of  your 
superiority.  Dearest  Julia,  my  grateful 
heart  is  entirely  your  ow  n.  Let  us  hasten 
to  my  sister,   who   will  participate  in  my 

joy." 

Again  he  pressed  her  fondly  to  his  bo- 
|pm,  and  then  conducted  her  to  the  apart- 
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ments  of  Miss  Fortcscue,  where,  in  pity  to 
her  agitation,  he  left  her,  to  disclose  alone 
the  event  of  the  morning. 

Triumphantly  did  Cecil  clasp  to  her 
heart  her  weeping,  happy  friends 

"  Was  I  not  right?"  cried  sheexultingly. 
"  Did  I  not  say  my  Julia  would  become 
my  sister?  Yes,  dear  friend,  soon  shall  I 
behold  you  the  wife  of  my  beloved  Sidney; 
the  sister  of  my  choice." 

Tlien  hastily  quitting  Miss  Aveland,she 
tlew  to  the  chamber  of  her  brother,  and, 
throwing  her  arms  round  his  neck,  wept 
for  joy. 

''  Oh,  Sidney!  I  find  that  my  affection 
for  you  was  capable  of  increasing,  since  you 
have  given  me  for  a  sister  the  friend  of  my 
bosom.** 

Her  brother  returned  her  affectionate 
embrace;  then  anxiou.sly  sought  his  father, 
to  solicit  what  he  was  sure  of  gaining — his 
consent  to  his  marriao:e  w  ith  Miss  Ave- 
land. 

The  Viscount,  although  not  surprised, 
yet  testified  his  delight,  and  entire  appro- 
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bation  of  his  son's  choice,  and  promised  to 
write  that  day  to  the  General,  for  his  con- 
sent to  their  union. 

''  You  little  think,  my  beloved  son,  the 
happiness  you  have  now  conferred  on  your 
father,  by  this  prudent  selection  of  a  part- 
ner for  life.  The  uniform  sweetness  of 
Julia's  disposition,  her  extreme  tenderness 
for  you,  which  is  visible  in  all  her  actions, 
but  above  all,  the  rectitude  of  her  princi- 
ples, and  the  innate  excellency  of  her  heart, 
cannot  fail  to  render  your  future  years 
blessed.  Once  I  allowed  myself  secretly 
to  be  tormented  with  the  heart-rending 
idea  of  your  having  placed  your  affections 
on  a  far  different  object,,  on  one  which 
must  have  exiled  you  for  ever  from  my 
presence.  Heaven  has  mercifully  saved 
me  from  the  bitterness  of  a  child's  ingrati- 
tude and  disobedience,  and  gratified  my 
earnest  wishes,  by  making  you  sensible  of 
the  perfections  and  virtues  of  my  little  fa- 
vourite/' - 

Sidney's  heart  smote  him  as  he  listened 
attentively  to  the  prophetic  fears  of  the 
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Viscount,  who,  however,  delicately  forbore 
to  touch  any  farther  upon  the  altered  con- 
duct of  his  son,  while  a  resident  at  the 
Abbey. 

In  consideration  to  the  warm  feelings, 
and  natural  impatience  of  youth,  Lord 
Fortescue  dispatched  a  servant  to  Town, 
with  his  letter  to  General  Aveland,  in 
order  that  it  might  be  sent  off  that  night ; 
while  the  General,  equally  considerate,  and 
equally  pleased  with  the  match,  sent  his 
steward  with  the  answer,  who  arrived  post 
at  the  Viscount's,  with  letters  for  Miss 
Aveland  and  Lord  Fortescue. 

Sidney  was  reading  to  Julia  and  his 
sister  when  the  servant  entered  with  the 
letters.  No  sooner  did  Julia  discover  from 
whom  they  came,  than  she  became  so  agi- 
tated as  to  render  her  incapable  of  breaking 
the  seal:  she  gave  them  to  Cecil,  with  a 
look  which  her  friend  understood,  and, 
hastily  opening  that  of  the  General,  read 
aloud  his  consent,  and  satisfaction  that  his 
child  should  give  her  hand  to  the  son  of 
his  old  and  valued  friend. 

Sidney  waited  not  to  hear  any  more  ;  he 


40        THE    SONS    OP    THE    VISCOUNT. 

caught  Julia  from  the  supporting  arm  of 
his  sister,  and  passionately  strained  her  to 
his  bosom. 

"  You  will  be  mine  then,  sweetest  Julia, 
with  the  consent  of  all  our  friends;  mine 
for  ever.  1  shall  no  longer  be  the  restless 
and  impatient  being  that  1  ouce  was:  your 
gentleness,  your  affection,  and  constant 
society,  will  at  last  render  me  worthy  your 
tenderness  ;  and,  perhaps,  in  some  degree, 
make  me  like  my  incomparable  brother.** 

Miss  Aveland  hid  her  blushes  and  her 
tears  of  rapture  on  the  shoulder  of  her 
lover,  while  Cecil  affectionately  threw  her 
arms  around  them  both,  and  was  only  in- 
terrupted frorn  expressing  her  joy  by  the 
entrance  of  the  Viscount.  I^lelted  by  the 
scene  before  him,  the  father  with  difficulty 
checked  his  emotions.  Julia  flew  to  his 
extended  arms,  and  sobbed  as  he  kissed 
her  crimson  cheek  ;  then  taking  the  hand 
of  Sidney,  he  joined  it  with  that  of  the 
trembling  girl. 

*'  May  you  be  happy,  my  beloved  chil- 
dren, happy  as  an  union  of  hearts,  of  reci- 
procal affection,  can  render  you  J     Your 
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worthy  father,  my  dear  Julia,  in  bis  letter 
to  me,  not  oniy  gives  his  consent  to  your 
union  with  my  son,  but  kindly  intimates 
his  intention  of  coming  to  Town  next 
week,  and  of  accompanying  us  down  to 
the  Abbey.  But  1  must  hasten  to  Harrv, 
who  is  vet  ignorant  of  the  arrival  of  the 
General's  letters." 

"  And  now,  my  dearest  Julia,"  cried 
Cecil,  '•  you    need   not  hesitate   to   make 

known  to  my  brother  the  request  of  Lady 

1)1 
.ucy. 

Sidney  cast  an  inquiring  luolc  towards 
his  sister,  and  Julia  remained  silent. 

"  In  pity  to  your  delicacy,  my  dear 
friend,"  she  continued,  "  1  must  ease  the 
suspense  of  Sidney  myself,  by  letting  him 
know  that  her  ladyship's  penetration  dis- 
covered what  was  so  soon  to  happen, 
and  entreated  to  attend  as  bridemaid  at 
your  nuptials." 

Sidney  affectionately  embraced  them 
both,  and  begged  that  her  ladyship's  re- 
quest might  be  granted,  to  which  Julia 
assented.  He  then  quitted  them,  and 
Miss  Aveland  gained  sufficient  composure 
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tb  read  over  the  letters  of  her  fond  parents, 

and  to  reply  to  them.     At  dinner  she  met 

Henry  and  his  wife,  who  sincerely  rejoiced 

at   the  prospect  of  having   her  still  more 

closely  connected   to  them.     The  expres-  • 

sive  features  of  Henry  evinced  his   plea-  ^ 

sure  ;    and  the  warm  pressure  of  the  hand 

which   he  gave  his  brother   conveyed  the 

perfect  satisfaction  he  felt  at  his  choice  ; 

w-hile    Sidney,  as  he  cast   a  look   on  the 

happy  faces  which    surrounded  him,  felt, 

for  the  first  time  for  many  months,  the  de- 

lighttui  wjjprovings  of  his  own  conscience. 
The  purie  and  chaste  affection  of  Julia, 
whose  steady  uniformity  of  conduct  proved 
herself  unchangeably  attached  to  him,  am- 
ply repaid  him  for  the  pangs  he  had  once 
endured  from  disappointed  love,  and  gave 
him  a  foretaste  of  that  domestic  felicity 
which  his  sober  reason  now  told  him 
would  never  have  been  his  lot,  had  he 
been  united  to  the  exquisitely  beautiful 
Lady  Elvira. 

The  news  of  his  intended  marriage  soon 
ran  through  the  family:  Robarts,  in  the 
fulness  of  his  heart,   discl<ased  it  to  Phoebe 
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IMeynel,  and  she  to  the  son  of  her  adored 
mistress,  who,  of  course,  reported  it  to 
"Lady  Angeline.  The  Marquis,  however, 
was  the  ostensible  informer,  and  Lady  El- 
vira with  difficulty  quitted  the  drawing- 
room  before  her  agitations  were  become 
visible.  She  flew  for  retirement  into  the 
nut- walk,  and  gave  free  vent  to  her  tears 
and  distress.  Her  sobs  reached  the  ears 
of  Sidney  and  his  brother,  who  were  en- 
joying a  confidential  walk  after  dinner. 
The  hearts  of  the  brothers  were  softened 
by  the  subject  of  their  conversation  :  in- 
stinctively they  pj^used— the  deep-drawn 
sighs,  the  agonized  sobs  •:^^  Lady  Kly;;~ 
alarmed  them  both.  Each  impelled  by 
similar  feelings,  moved  towards  the  little 
gate.  The  voice  of  Lady  Angeline  calling 
her  sister  arrested  their  steps. 

The  brothers  looked  anxiously  at  each 
other  :  again  Lady  Angelijiie  called  :  she 
approached  hastily,  while  her  sister  fled 
to  the  back  door  leading  to  the  lane.  She 
opened  it,  and  rushed  w^ildly  out  of  the 
garden.  Henry  quitted  his  brother,  and 
tlew  to  the   door,  which  on  opening  gave 
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him  a  glimpse  of  the  white  robe  of  the 
distracted  Lady  Elvira.  Instinctively  he 
was  rushing  forward,  when  Lady  Ange- 
line,  pale,  and  trembling,  caught  his 
arm. 

''  For  God's  sake,  Mr.  Fortescue,"  she 
exclaimed,  in  an  agony  of  terror,  "  fly  to 
my  sister — I  fear,  I  dread — Oh  !  heaven, 
preserve  her/' 

*'  Be  composed,  I  conjure  you,  dear 
Lady  Angeline.  I  cannot  leave  you 
thus/* 

"  Fl}',  I  beseech  you,"  said  she,  "I 
will  follow/'  Henry  obeyed,  scarcely 
knowing  \yual  he  did,  and  overtook  Lady 
Elvira  as  she  was  preparing  to  cross  a  field 
which  led  into  the  high-road/  At  the 
sound  of  Henry's  voice,  she  turned  has- 
tily round,  and  bursting  into  tears^  hid 
her  face  with  htr  hands. 

"  Whatever  may  have  caused  your  dis- 
tress/' said  he,  in  a  gentle  tone  of  voice, 
"  sufier  me  to  lead  you  back  to  your  af- 
flicted sister  :  your  absence  has  alarmed 
her  tenderness,  and  may  cause  unfavour» 
able  conjectures  in  the  family/' 
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"Alas  !*'  replied  her  ladyship,  sobbing 
violently,  "  but  for  your  timely  inter- 
ference, I  should  have  quitted  it  for  ever. 
Life  is  insupportable.  I  am  wretched  be- 
yond relief.  Oh!  Sidney,  dear  Sidney, 
have  you  then  bestowed  on  another  that 
heart  I  once  was  mistress  of  ?  Leave  me, 
Henry,  to  my  fate.  I  will  not  live  to  hear 
of  your  brother's  marriage.  Though  lost 
to  me,  I  cannot  bear  that  he  should  be- 
come the  husband  of  another.** 

Shocked  beyond  measuje,  Henry  yet 
conjured  her  to  reflect  upon  her  situation, 
and  upon  the  dreadful  consequences  which 
would  arise,  should  she  be  missed,  and 
seen  with  him  in  her  present  distress. 
Lady  Angeline  now  appeared  :  he  quitted 
her  sister  just  in  time  to  save  her  from 
falling.  His  arms  supported  her  elegant 
little  figure  :  he  felt  the  quick  palpitation 
of  her  heart,  and  would  have  hazarded 
almost  every  thing  to  have  been  able  to 
tranquillize  its  throbbings. 

At  length  she  exclaimed,  in  a  voice 
which  pierced  the  heart  of  her  sister,  "  El- 
vira, what  agonies  have  you  caused  me!  For 
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God's    sake    hasten    back.    Everard    may 
seek   you.      My  presentiment    was   right, 
when   it  impelled  me   to  follow  you;  but 
good  God,  how   have  you  exposed  your- 
self!  How  low,  how  degrading  must  you 
appear  in  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Fortescue.  Oh  ! 
Sir/'  said  she,    turning    towards  him    her 
lovely   face    crimsoned    with    shame,    "  I 
thought  my  obligations  to  you  could  not 
increase.     For  ever  am  I  doomed  to  remain 
your  debtor— even  expressions  are  denied 
me  which    can  convey  to  you  an  adequate 
idea  of  my  gratitude.'' 

Henry  silently  pressed  her  hand.  He  re- 
membered   his  wife,    and    kept    his   eyes 
fixed   on   the  ground  as  -  he  assisted  to  re- 
conduct Lady  Elvira  to  her  own  habitation. 
She  paused  for  a  moment  at  the  gate  —  all 
was  quiet  within.      "  Pity   my  rashness, 
which  has  ruined  for  ever  my  peace,'*  said 
she,    offering   him   her  hand.      "  Do  not 
hate  me.   I  shudder  at  my  own  conduct. 
I  will   try  to  conquer  my  feelings,  to  be- 
come   what     I    ought     to    be— but    my 
heart- " 

"  Oh!  Lady  Elvira,''    replied  Henry 
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*'  take  example  by  the  purity  and  delicacy 
of  your  sister's  mind  and  manners,  and 
you  will  become  in  time  as  faultless  as 
your  person  is  beautiful.  Consider,  that 
in  giving  way  to  an  attachment  now  ren- 
dered criminal  in  the  eyes  of  God  and  man, 
you  sacrifice  your  reputation,  your  ho- 
nour,  and  the  peace  of  your  excellent  and 
deservirrg  husband.  Consider  also  that 
your  own  fickleness  alone  possessed  the 
power  to  estrange  the  affections  of  my 
brother.  It  depends  on  yourself  whether 
you  become  the  object  of  his  esteem,  or 
of  his  contempt.  You  are  a  wife,  with 
every  prospect  of  being  a  happy  one.  Let 
the  tenderness  of  your  husband  awaken 
the  sweet  emotions  of  gratitude  in  your 
bosom  ;  let  the  endearing  and  invaluable 
presence  of  your  sister  animate  you  to 
copy  from  her  virtues.'' 

He  dropped  the  beautiful  hand  of  Lady 
Elvira,  and  raising  that  of  her  tremblins: 
sister  to  his  lips,  hastily  entered  the  gar- 
den of  .the  Lodge.  As  he  passed  he  heard 
the  sound  of  their  footsteps,  and  rejoiced 
that  he  had  again  been  the  means  of  re- 
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Storing  the  lovely  imprudent  to  her  amiable 
sister. 

Sidney  heard  of  the  strange  conduct  of 
Lady  Elvira  with  deep  regret.  He  had 
refrained' from  following  his  brother,  be- 
cause he  deemed  it  improper  to  throw 
himself  in  the  way  of  a  woman  once  so 
dear  to  him.  "  I  am  acquainted  with  her 
baseness/'  said  he,  "  her  instability,  her 
levit}^,  yet  I  cannot  hear  that  she  is 
miserable  without  feeling  a  pang  the  most 
acute,  without  lamenting  that  so  exqui- 
site a  form  should  possess  so  worthless  a 
soul.'' 

"  I  shudder,"  replied  Henry,  ''  to  think 
to  what  an  excess  of  guilt  such  a  woman 
is  capable  of  plunging  herself  into.  Many 
an  amiable  female  falls  a  victim  to  the  base 
artifices  of  our  sex,  to  the  generous  con- 
fidence of  her  own  heart,  or  the  weakness 
of  an  unhappy  moment.  But  Lady  Elvira 
has  no,  pretext  for  her  imprudent  con- 
duct :  the  honour  of  my  dear  Sidney,  not 
her  own,  must  be  the  guardian  of  her 
virtue/' 

*'  When  I  offered   my  hand  to  Julia," 
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said  his  brother,  "  I  gave  with  it  my 
heart  and  all  its  best  afVections.  To  se- 
cure the  happiness  of  that  amiable  girl,  it 
is  my  fixed  determination  to  avoid  a  pri- 
vate interview  with  the  too  fascinating 
Elvira.  Once,  my  dear  Henry,  since  we 
have  been  at  the  Lodge,  chance  conducted 
us  at  the  same  instant  to  the  gate  in  the 
serpentine  shrubbery.  She  called  me  ;  it 
was  impossible  to  retreat.  She  implored 
my  pardon  for  her  fickleness  and  desertion, 
and  owned  that  her  own  peace  had  been 
the  sacrifice.  Her  tears,  her  distress, 
subdued  my  resentn:ient.  You  I  know 
will  condemn  me,  Henry  ;  I  condemn  my- 
self^, but  passion  got  the  better  of  my  rea- 
son. I  opened  the  gate  which  divided  us  ; 
1  caught  the  beautiful  inconstant  to  my 
heart ;  I  forgot  within  the  magic  circle  of 
her  snowy  arms  every  thing  but  her  beau- 
ty, and  her  present  tenderness  :  my  whole 
soul  dissolved  as  1  pressed  my  lips  to  her's. 
It  was  a  moment  of  ecstasy."  Henry 
groaned.  ^'  Short  was  the  bliss — I  recol- 
lected that  she  was  the  wife  of  another. 
Ashamed  of  my  own  weakness,  I  hastily 
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quitted  the   arms   of  the  yielding  beauty. 
I  recovered   ray  self-command,  and  swore 
never   again     to    hazard    so    dangerous  a 
trial.     Henry,  I  am  not  quite  unworthy  of 
your  esteem." 

Henry  embraced  him  with  the  w^armest 
affection.  .'*  Dearest  Sidney,**  he  cried, 
''  great  indeed  was  the  temptation  to  which 
you  were  exposed  :  to  have  expected  that 
you  could  wholly  resist  it,  would  prove 
me  what  I  really  am  not.  Your  own  high 
sense  of  honour  and  Julia's  love,  wail,  I 
trust,  secure  you  against  the  dangerous  al- 
lurements of  Lady  Elvira.  The  happiness  of 
my  sweet  friend,  as  w^ell  as  your  own,  re- 
quires, that  you  should  carefully  guard 
against  such  another  interview'." 

The  smiles  of  Miss  Aveland,  which 
greeted  the  return'  of  Si*dney,  restored  his 
mind  to  its  usual  serenity.  He  kissed  her 
rosy  cheek,  and  feit  how  far  superior  were 
the  pure  joys  of  virtuous  love  which  she 
insp  red,  to  the  turbulent  emotions  which 
had  agitated  him  on  clasping  in  his  arms 
the  luxuriant  form  of  the  Earfs  daughter. 

Miss  Fortescue    now  carefully   avoided 
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walking  in  the  lane  of  wild-roses,  lest  she 
should  nmeet  again  the  man  who  above  all 
others  she  esteemed  the  highest.  Disap- 
pointed and  grieved,  Lord  Desmond,  who 
had  heard  of  Phoebe's  meeting  with  her 
old  lover,  determined  to  confide  to  this 
faithful  domestic  the  secret  of  his  loVe,  and 
entreat  her  to  gain  from  Robarts  the  in- 
formation he  was  in  want  of.  Phoebe  lis- 
tened to  him  with  tears  of  sincere  grief. 

*'  Alas!  my  lord,"  said  she,  with  respect- 
ful affection,  "  that  1  should  live  to  see 
you  the  victim  of  Lord  Fortescue's  ha- 
tred! I  know  he  would  sooner  die  than 
see  you  wedded  to  his  daughter.  I  know- 
how  fondly  he  adored  my  dear  mistress., 
and  yet  his  pride  and  resentment  made 
him  sacrifice  both  his  own  and  her  happi- 
ness. Oh  !  my  dear  lord,  how  cruel  it 
i^j  that  you  should  come  to  England,  and 
suffer  for  the  crime  of  vour  uncle/' 

''  Were  1  but  assured  of  Cecil's  love,'* 
replied  his  lordship,  "  1  should  be  too 
happy  to  fear  the  animosity  of  her  father. 
Dear  Phoebe,  if  you  see  Robarts  this  even- 
ing, inquire   if  she  never  walks  out  of  a 
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morning  wilbiMiss  Aveland.  I  would  give 
all  I  posse!$s  to.  have  the  opportunity  of 
i^peaking  tp  her."  . 

.  Phc^b^ipromised  to.iobey  him,  and  ac- 
cordingly karnt  fro  ni  her  lover  that  Miss 
Fortescue  and  her  friend  had  lately  walked 
before  r  breakfast  to  the i  i  cottage  of  a  poor 
widp\!v;,  whose  larger, family'  they  had  com- 
pletely clothed,.  and.pt'Pmised  to  provide 
for  a  part  of  it.  h    o  Ki^ii  j  ;i 

Overjoyed  at  thfe  prospect  of  being  able 
once  more  to  speak  to  the;  lovely  daughtert 
fof , ;  tUe  y iscouqt.  Lord  D^mond  on  the 
m  orn  i  ng  after  this  i  nt el  I  i  gen  oo ;  h  as t  i  ly 
proceeded  towards  the  cottage,  and  to  hi^ 
inexpressible  delight  discovered  iCecil  andl 
Julia  as  t,bey  were  leavingq  iU'A  The  cor 
1  o u r  w h i c h  m o u n t ed  in  10  th o ^e hack  of  Mi ss' 
F!ortescue  encouragedthJIn.yiiHie  bowed  as 
he  came  up  to  them,  ahdjbdgaii  by  apolow 
gizing  for  having  offended  her  when  last 
they  met. 

"  Belieye  me,"  said  he^  ^'  dear  Miss- 
Fortescuej  that  I  would  die  to  ensure  your 
esteem,  and  only  regret  that  the  sincerity 
qf  mv  assertion  caiinot  be  put  to  the  tesit:/- 
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**  Indeed  it  can.**  she  replied,  faintlj 
smiling :  ^'  you  have  only,  my  lord,  to  forget 
that  such  a  being  as  myself  exists,  and  I 
shall  believe  the  truth  of  v^'hat  you  affirm/* 

"  And  is  it  possible,  Miss  Fortescue, 
that  you  can  be  so  cruel,"  exclaimed  his 
lordship,  pressing  her  hand  as  he  spoke, 
"  to  impose  upon  me  a  task  utterly  impos- 
sible for  me  to  perform  ?  Could  I  conquer 
the  attachment  which  consumes  me,  and 
tvbich  is  rapidly  undermining  my  health, 
your  frown  more  than  the  dreaded  anger 
of  the  Viscount  would  assist  my  exertions. 
But  vain  is  the  attempt;  the  unhappy  son 
of  Lady  Emma  is  doomed  to  be  the  third 
victim  of  hereditary  pride.  Your  scorn, 
your  aversion,  hastens  my  fate  :  yet,  it 
would  be  some  satisfaction  to  be  assured 
that  the  knowledge  of  my  wretchedness 
called  forth  a  tear  of  pity  from  those  sweet 
eyes.** 

Cecil,  trembling,  averted  her  face  from 
the  ardent  gaze  of  his  lordship,  lest  he 
should  observe  what  she  wished  to  con- 
ceal. 

"  I  will  trouble  you  no  more,'*  he  con- 
I)  J 
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tinned,  "  but  submit  to  your  wishes.  I  see 
that  even  my  touch  is  disagreeable  to  you. 
Oh!  Cecil,  beloved,  adored,  may  the  ob- 
ject destined  to  possess  your  tenderness 
return  it  with  a  love  like  mine  !" 

His  emotions  increased  as  he  dropt  the 
hand  of  Miss  Fortescue,  and  turned  to 
leave  her.  Shocked  at  the  idea  of  his  sup- 
posing her  to  be  cruel  and  insensible,  she 
raised  her  swimming  eyes,  and  in  a  voice  of 
uncontrollable  softness,  said,  "  I  cannot 
suffer  you,  my  lord,  to  quit  me  in  this 
state  of  mind.  My  duty  to  my  father, my 
irrevocable  determination  to  obey  .  his 
wishes,  influences  my  conduct.  I  am  not 
insensible  to  your  virtues,  my  lord:  I  am 
not  indifferent  to  your  distress:  I  pity,  I 
sympathize — more  I  dare  not  add.** 

Lord. Desmond  passionately  pressed  her 
hand  to  his  lips  :  his  eyes  sparkled  with 
unexpected  delight,  and  every  feature  of 
his  interesting  countenance  glowed  with 
hope  and  new-born  rapture.  "  Adored 
Cecil,"  he  exclaimed,  *'  you  have  given 
me  life,  vou  have  restored  me  to  reason. 
Oh !  best  beloved,  do  you  then  sympathize 
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in  the  woes  of  your  faithful  Desmond?  Say, 
enchanting  creature,  were  it  possible  to 
soften  the  resentment  of  the  Viscount, 
might  I  dare  hope  that  no  other  obstacle 
would  arise  to  blight  my  happiness,  might 
I  dare  aspire  to  the  bliss  of  possessing  your 
affection  ?'* 

''  Alas  !  my  lord,  it  would  be  cruel  in  me 
to  encourage  such  a  fallacious  hope.  My 
dear  father  cannot  forget  the  injury  his  fa- 
mily received  through  the  perfidy  of  your 
uncle  ;  he  cannot  forget  that  the  dearest 
affections  of  his  own  heart  were  sacrificed 
to  the  commands  of  a  parent.  Never  could 
he  forgive  a  child  of  his  that  dared  to  vio- 
late bis  most  solemn  request." 

"  Sweetest  Cecil,  I  will  not  allow  you 
to  run  the  risk  of  offending  the  Viscount, 
by  a  chance  of  our  being  seen  together  ; 
yet  cheer  my  drooping  soul  by  the  raptur- 
ous confession  that  my  love  is  not  disagree- 
able to  you,  that  you  would  not  reject  my 
tenderness,  were  it  not  for  the  Viscount's 
prohibition.** 

The  heart  of  Cecil,  melted  by  the  persua- 
sive eloquence  and  entreaties  of  Lord  Pes- 

D    4 


66  THE    SONS    OF    THE    VISt'OUXT. 

iBond,  could  not  refuse  to  own  that  he  was 
far  from  indifferent  to  her ;  at  the  same  time 
that  slie  damped  his  raptures,  by  solemnly 
assuring  him  that  she  would  never  act  in 
opposition  to  the  commands  of  her  father. 

**  Ah!"  cri^ed  his  lordship,  in  an  agony 
of  despair,  *'  the  attainment  of  my  wishes 
has  only  increased  my  misery.  I  shall  see 
you,  beloved  of  my  soul,  compelled  to  give 
your  hand  to  another,  while  my  tortured 
heart  is  racked  by  the  consciousness  that 
your  love  alone  is  withheld/* 

"  Oh  !  do  not  wrong  me  by  the  injuri- 
ous supposition,"  said.  Miss  Fortescue^ 
"  that  I  would  bestow  mv  hand  without 
my  heart  accompanied  it.  Never  can  I  be 
your*s,  my  lord  ;  yet  never  will  I  become 
the  wife  of  another." 

Lord  Desmond  in  ecstasy  clasped  her 
to  his  bosom,  and  pressing  his  lips  to  hei's, 
called  heaven  to  witness  her  vow  and  his 
own.  Then  drawing  from  his  finger  a  beau- 
tiful ring,  the  gift  of  his  mother,  he  placed 
it  oq  the  white  hand  of  Cecil.  "  Keep 
this  for  my  sake,  my  sw^eet  love,  and  when 
you  look  on  the  motto,  think  of  him  who. 
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in  the  presence  of  his  Creator,  swears  on 
those  dear  lips  to  be  constant  till  death. 
And  you,  amiable  friend  of  my  adored  Ce- 
cil, bear  witness  to  our  solemn  covenant." 

Julia,  sensibly  affected,  could  only  pres§ 
gently  in  token  of  friendship  the  hand 
which  held  her  own,  while  Cecil,  raising 
the  ring  of  her  .lover  to  her  lips,  again  rC" 
peated  her  promise  of  never  becoming  the 
wife  of  another ;  at  the  same  time  present- 
ing him  with  one  of  her  own,  which  was  a 
heart  of  ruby  surrounded  with  brilliants, 
A  tear  fell  on  his  hand  as  she  was  placing 
it  on  his  finger. 

''  Beloved  Cecil,'*  said  the  young  lord, 
*'  let  us  hope  that  this  union  of  hearts  may 
one  day  be  prpductive  of  an  union  of  hands. 
Time,  which  reconciles  the  most  inveterate 
of  enemies,  may  yet  soften  down  the 
animosity  of  the  Viscount.  The  son  of 
his  once  indolizcd  Emma  may  be  destined 
to  re-unite  the  families  in  their  ancieut 
friendship.  Let  us  hope,  my  beloved,  let  us 
live  only  for  each  other." 

Once  again  pressing  his  lips  to  those  of 
the  daughter  of  his   enemy,  he  kissed  the 
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friendly  hand  of  Julia,  and  darted  across  a 
path  which  led  him  round  to  the  back  door 
of  the  Villa,  while  the  fair  object  of  his 
tenderness  returned  slowly  to  the  Lodge, 
and  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  blushed  to 
meet  the  affectionate  glances  of  the  beloved 
father  whose  commands  she  had  that 
morning  so  imprudently  disobeyed. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


No  words,  however  eloquent^  can  con- 
vey an  idea  of  the  horror,  the  shame,  the 
agony,  of  Lady  Angeline,  as  she  slow^iy  fol- 
lowed her  sister  to  her  chamber  on  the 
night  of  her  fatal  rashness.  She  sunk  on  a 
couch  beside  Lady  Elvira,  and  gazed  ou 
her  with  an  expression  so  touching,  that 
she  at  lensfth  called  forth  the  tears  of  re*- 
morse  and  bitter  recollection  from  the  eyes 
of  the  lovely  imprudent.  Hastily  cover- 
ing her  face  with  both  hands,  Lady  Elvira 
wept  severely,  and  w^as  only  recalled  to  a 
sense  of  her  situation  bv  the  sobs  of  her 
sister. 

**  Angeline,*'  said  she,  in  a  voice  of  peni- 
tence, "  I  am  anworthy  this  distress.  I  am 
a  wretch   born   to  render  miserable  all  that 
;;^are  connected   with  me:   reproach  me,   re- 
vile me,  do  any  thing  but  weep.    I  cannot 
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bear  to  see  your  tears,  they  stab  rne  to  the 
soul." 

She  had  taken  the  cold  hand  of  Lady 
Angeline,  who,  shrinking  from  her  touch, 
hastily  exclaimed,"  Think  not  of  my  tears, 
Elvira ;  think  only  of  your  husband's 
wounded  honour,  of  the  ruin  3'ou  are  bring- 
ing upon  the  excellent,  the  affectionate 
Everard.  Think  of  the  contempt,  the  in- 
dignation, the  disdain  of  the  Fortescues. 
Oh!  my  father,  my  dear,  my  guilty  father, 
how  would  thine  enemy  exult  in  the  wil- 
ling degradation  of  thy  daughter  !*' 

Her  increasing  distress  awakened  all 
the  affection  of  Lady  Elvira  :  she  flung 
herself  at  her  feet,  she  conjured  her  to  listen 
to  her  vindication,  to  moderate  her  exces- 
sive grief,  and  promised  for  the  future  to 
make  amends  for  her  past  misconduct.  La- 
dy Angeline  raised  her  swimming  eyes  to 
heaven,  and  then  turned  them  on  the  kneel- 
ing beauty.  "  Rise,  Elvira,"  &aid  she,  has- 
tily. ^'  Oh  !  do  not  use  that  attitude  to  me, 
which  ought  to  be  reserved  alone  for  your 
Creator,  or  at  most  to  your  injured  hus- 
band.    God  grant  that  he  may  ever  i:emain 
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i«  liappy  ignorance  of  your  conduet,  of  the 
estrangement  of  your  affection.  Oh  !  El- 
vira, what  dreadful  fatality  has  influenced 
your  actions  ?  Why  did  you  reject  and 
abandon  Sidney,  if  he  was  the  real  pos- 
sessor of  your  heart  ?*' 

'*  Alas  !"  replied  the  beautiful  incon- 
stant, ''  I  knew  not  how  dear  he  was  to  me, 
until  1  had  resigned  him  for  ever,  until  I 
■saw  him  devote  himself  to  another.  It 
was  then  1  found  how  impossible  it  was  for 
me  to  exist,  if  he  married  Miss  Aveland. 
1  quitted  the  Villa  frantically,  determined 
iiever  again  to  enter  it,  and  with  a  secret 
impulse  to  annihilate  at  once  the  sense  of 
my  own  misery  and  guilt." 

Lady  Angeline  shuddered  convulsively, 
and  grasped  the  hand  of  her  sister.  "  In 
the  person  of  Henry  Fortescue  my  guar- 
dian angel  appeared  :  his  soothing  voice 
recalled  me  to  some  degree  of  reason.  It 
is  to  him  alone  that  you  are  indebted, 
Angeline,  for  the  life  of  your  wretched 
Sister. 

''  Oh  !  my  beloved,  my  imprudent  Elvi- 
ra," cried  Lady  Angeline,  as  she  clasped 
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the  pe^ect  form  of  her  sister  warmly  to  her 
own  pure  bosom,  and  pressed  her  innocent 
lips  to  those  of  the  faithless  beauty. 
"  Henry  will  not  expose  your  frailty,  per- 
haps he  will  not  even  betray  it  to  his  bro^ 
ther.  You  may  yet  recover  his  good  opi- 
nion by  the  future  rectitude  of  your  con- 
duct. Oh  !  my  sister,  let  me  hope  that 
your  own  feelings  will  teach  you  to  shun 
the  sight  of  Sidney,  to  dedicate  all  your 
future  life  to  the  happiness  of  my  dear 
brother.  It  is  not  too  late  to  prove  that 
you  are  3^et  deserving  his  affection,  and 
that  of  your  family.  For  God's  sake  quit 
the  Villa  as  soon  as  possible,  nor  ever  again 
hazard  an  interview  with  Sidney.'*  Then 
fearing  lest  their  long  absence  might  be 
noticed,  she  conjured  her  sister  to  compose 
her  dress,  and  her  features ;  and,  in  opposi- 
tion to  her  private  feelings,  force  an  air  of 
cheerfulness,  and  join  the  gentlemen  in  the 
drawing-room. 

With  difficulty  Lady  Elvira  obeyed  ;  yet 
both  their  looks  declared  that  they  were 
linwell,  and  they  were  obliged  to  own  that 
they  were    suffering    severely   from  sick 
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head-aches.  The  tender  attention  of  Mr. 
Wrottesley  pierced  the  heart  of  Lady  El- 
vira :  ashamed  to  meet  his  affectionate 
glances,  she  kept  her  eyes  fixed  on  the 
floor,  and  gladly  availed  herself  of  his  pro- 
posal that  she  should  retire  early  to  her 
chamber.  Thither  Lady  Angeline  accom- 
panied her,  and  again  solemnly  entreated 
her  to  reflect  on  the  past,  and  to  implore 
the  mercy  and  protection  of  Heaven  against 
the  criminal  pleadings  of  her  own  heart. 

Lady  Elvira  now  candidly  acknowledged 
the  extent  of  her  guilt,  and  her  sister 
again  shuddered  with  horror,  as  she  listen- 
ed to  her  eagerness  to  secure  the  Villa,  and 
her  inward  determination  to  again  attach 
Sidney  to  herself. 

*'  Do  not  turn  from  me,  Angeline,"  said 
she,  in  a  supplicating  voice.  ''  I  own  my 
guilt,  and  your  angelic  purity  ;  but  all  are  not 
born  alike,  equally  perfect.  Henceforward 
it  shall  be  my  study  to  copy  from  your  vir- 
tuous example.  I  will  try  to  be  all  you 
wish  me.  I  will  endeavour  to  make  myself 
worthy  the  heart  of  Everard.  Oh  !  Ange- 
line, animate  me  by  thy  cheering  counsels, 
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thy  tender  advice  :  teach  me  to  subdue 
every  improper  feeling,  and  to  forget  that, 
but  for  my  own  rashness,  my  own  fickle- 
ness, I  might  now  have  been  the  wife  of 
Sidney/* 

Lady  Angeline  embraced  her  affection- 
ately, then  retired  to  her  apartments,  indis- 
posed both  in  body  and  mind.  She  ahuost 
unconsciously  went  to  her  writing-case,  in 
which  she  had  carefully  deposited  the  vo- 
lume of  Petrarch  :  vainly  did  she  endeavour 
to  calm  the  throbbings  of  her  heart  by  its 
plaintive  tenderness  :  tears  filled  her  eyes, 
and  the  deep  blush  of  shame  tinged  her 
cheeks,  at  the  recollection  of  her  sister's 
conduct.  The  book  was  replaced,  and 
Phoebe  Meynel  was  summoned  to  attend 
her. 

The  virtues,  the  endearing  affability  of 
Lady  Angeline  had  firmly  attached  to  her 
interest  this  faithful  domestic  of  Lady  Des- 
mond. With  alacrity  she  hastened  to  obey 
her  bell,  for  next  to  her  beloved  mistress 
and  her  darling  son,  Phcebe  cherished  in  her 
heart  the  gentle  Lady  Angeline.  The  pale 
cheek,  the  moistened  eye  of  her  favourite. 
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alarmed  the.  atfectionate  Phoebe  ;  respect- 
iiilly  she  poured  forth  her  fears  that  she  was 
more  indisposed  than  she  wished  to  ac- 
knowledj^e. 

''  Ah!  my  dear  lady/*  said  she,  "  what 
would  the  Marqiiis  say,  could  he  but  see 
you  now  ?  Poor  gentleman,  he  is  so  dis- 
tressed at  the  bare  idea  of  your  being  un- 
well, that  I  verily  believe  he  would  go 
distracted  if  he  knew  you  were  so  ill.  Pray, 
my  dear  lady,  let  me  send  for  Sir  Walter.** 

''Oh!  no,  my  good  Phcebe,*'  replied 
her  ladyship.  "  I  am  not  so  ill  as  your  afFeo- 
tion  leads  you  to  imagine.  I  am  only  suffer- 
ing from  a  severe  sick  head-ache,  and  shall 
be  qnite  well  to-morrow.** 

I  hope  so,  my  lady  ;  and  I  will  tell  the 
Marquis  so  when  1  go  down,  for  I  dare 
say  he  will  watch  niy  quitting  you.  lie 
c^ame  twice  to  the  housekeeper's  room, 
and  inquired  how  you  were  since  you  left 
the  drawinsf-robm,  and  looked  so  hurt  at 
my  not  being  able  to  tell  him,  that  I  quite 
pitit^d.  him.  Pardon  me,  my  dear  lady; 
but  the  Ajarquis  is  so  great  a  favourite  with 
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US  all,  and  seems  so  doatingly  fond  of  your 
ladyship,  that  we  all  wish  him  well  and  hap- 
py, and  that  soon." 

"  My  dear  Phoebe/*  said  Lady  Angeline, 
with  one  of  her  sweetest  smiles,  *'  I  know 
whatyou  mean, and  thank  you  for  your  good 
wishes  ;  but  Phoebe,  the  long-tried  friend 
of  my  valued  aunt,  must  not  remain  in  an 
error.  Amiable  as  the  Marquis  undoubt- 
edly is,  and  highly  as  I  esteem  him,  yet, 
Phoebe,  you  will  never  see  me  the  wife  of 
Lord  Arlington/' 

Phcebe  started  back  with  a  look  so  full 
of  disappointed  hope,  and  friendly  sympa- 
thy, that  Lady  Angeline  felt  affected  by 
the  concern  her  features  manifested.  She 
pressed  the  hand  of  her  aunt's  faithful  at- 
tendant, as  she  said  hastily,  "  The  Mar- 
quis is  so  truly  worthy  of  the  tenderest  love, 
the  fondest  affection  from  the  woman  of  his 
choice,  that  I  should  prove  unworthy  the 
attachment  he  honours  me  with,  were  I  to 
accept  his  hand  without  my  heart  feeling 
itself  devotedly  his  own.  No,  dear  Phoebe, 
I  will  never  marry,  unless  I  can  meet  vvith 
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Jin  object  capable  of  answering  all  my  ex- 
pectations, of  calling  forth  all  my  tender- 
ness/* 

The  tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of  Lady  Ange- 
line  and  Phoebe  Meynel. 

"  Oh  !  my  dear  lady/'  replied  the  latter, 
*'  how  I  pity  the  Marquis  !  but  you  are 
right,  my  heart  tells  me  you  are  right. 
When  cruel  fortune  separated  me  from  my 
poor  Robarts,  when  we  parted  as  I  thought 
forever,  I  felt  that  I  could  never  love  ano- 
ther ;  and  though  I  might  have  married  se- 
veral times  while  I  lived  in  Ireland,  and 
been  well  settled  in  the  world,  yet  I  could 
not  give  an  honest  man  my  hand,  while 
my  heart  nourished  with  pleasing  remem- 
brance the  image  of  my  firit  dear  lover/' 

Lady  Angeiine  warmly  pressed  the  hand 
of  Phoebe  Meynel ;  the  colour  tinged  her 
pale  cheek,  and  she  felt  her  own  heart  beat 
violently,  as  Phoebe  with  unsubdued  affec- 
tion depicted  her  own  secret  feelings. 

"  But  now,  my  worthy  friend,''  cried 
her  ladyship,  exultingly,  "  you  have  again 
met  with  your  constaut  Robarts  ;   now  you 
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wiil  be  united,    and  receive  the  reward  of 
your  long-tried  affection  for  each  other." 

"  Alas!  my  dear  lady,'*  replied  Phoebe, 
^'  that  must  depend  on  circumstances.  The 
love  1  bear  my  mistress  will   not  allow  of 
my  quitting   her:  forgive  me,  if  I  say  our 
mutual  misfortunes  have  bound  us  to  each 
other  ;  and  though  her  ladyship  would  not 
own  it,  yet  1  am  certain  that  it  would  give 
her  pain  to  part  with  me.     In  my  youth  I 
willingly  attached    myself  to  her  service, 
and  now  to  leave  her  would  be  like   sepa- 
rating my  soul  from  my  body.*' 
l>  ^*^-Dear,  noble  Phoebe !"  exclaimed  the 
angelic  sister  of  Lady  Elvira,   throwing  her 
white  arms  round   her  neck.      *^  What  a 
heart  is  thine!    Well  does  my  aunt  appre- 
ciate thy  worth.      But  Robarts,  what  says 
he  ?    Will  he  not  with  such  a  prize  in  vie^y 
enter  the  family  of  Lady  Desmond,   and 
partake  with  yourself  of  her  liberality  and 
kindness?" 

/'  Your  ladyship  knows  not  the  heart  of 
Robarts,"  mournfully  replied  his  beloved: 
''like  myself,  he  has  devoted  all  his  own 
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private  feelings  to  the  happiness  and  wel- 
fare of  his  master.  Like  myself,  he  is 
honoured  for  the  sacrifice  by  the  confidence 
and  esteem  of  his  lordship.  Ah  !  my  lady, 
Robarts  and  myself  were  not  the  only  suf- 
ferers on  that  fatal  night:  years  have  elaps- 
ed, new  connections  have  been  formed, 
but  they  could  not  obliterate  old  ones.  To 
your  ladyship  I  need  not  fear  to  discover 
that  my  beloved  mistress  still  lives  in  the 
heart  of  the  Viscount.  Robarts  has  wit- 
nessed his  agonies,  his  tears,  before  his  mar- 
riage, and  since  the  death  of  the  Viscount- 
ess ;  and  he  assured  me  that  his  lordship 
even  requested  to  know  when  Lady  Des- 
mond was  expected  here,  that  he  might 
have  time  to  quit  the  Lodge  before  her 
arrival.  Robarts  says  he  lives  quite  like  a 
hermit;  never  goes  into  company,  and 
hardly  ever  stirs  out  since  we  have  been  at 
the  Villa,  for  fear  of  seeing  any  of  the  fa- 
mily. Once  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  my 
young  lord,  and  Robarts,  who  was  with 
him,  was  just  time  enough  to  save  him 
from  falling  to  the  ground.  At  present  he 
devotes   himself    to   his  daughter-in-law, 
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who  is  in  very  delicate  health,  and  to 
whom  he  is  much  attached,  as  being  the 
only  child  of  the  late  Viscount.  Ah  !  my 
lady,  if  you  were  to  hear  Robarts  speak  of 
his  master  and  his  children,  it  would  make 
your  heart  glad;  for  you  are  so  good,  and 
so  considerate,  that  you  feel  for  every 
one." 

*'  Indeed,  Phcebe,"  said  Lady  Angeline, 
"  the  Viscount  little  thinks  how  firmly  the 
daughter  of  his  enemy  is  his  friend.  Oh, 
Phoebe  !'*  I  would  give  all  I  possess  to  see 
the  families  once  more  reunited  ;  to  hear 
from  the  lips  of  the  injured  Viscount  that 
he  forgives  the  wrongs  be  has  endured,  and 
ceases  to  hate  the  children  of  Lord  De 
Courci.*' 

Phcebe  shook  her  head. 

"  I  fear  that  will  never  happen,  my  lady. 
The  Viscount-  was  dreadfully  afraid  that 
Mr.  Sidney  had,  during  his  stay  at  the 
Abbey,  formed  an  attachment  to  yourself, 
or  Lady  Elvira;  and  Robarts  told  me  he 
did  not  think,  if  such  v/as  the  case,  that 
the  Viscount  would  ever  have  seen  or  for- 
given Mr.  Sidney.     Luckily,  he  was  mis- 
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taken,  and  Robarts  will  have  the  pleasure, 
in  a  short  time,  to  sep  his  favourite  married 
to  a  very  amiable  young  lady.  But  my 
heart  sickens  at  the  idea  of  what  may  yet 
happen,  from  the  unfortunate  partiality  of 
my  lord  for  Miss  Fortescue :  and  yet,  I 
allow  myself  to  think,  that  the  Almighty, 
who  suffered  them  to  meet,  and  to  be 
pleased  with  each  other,  will  soften  the  re- 
rentment  of  the  Viscount,  and  bring  about 
their  union.'* 

"  God  grant  it  !*'  warmly  ejaculated  Lady 
Angeline.  "  I  would  not,  however,  have 
my  aunt  know  of  it  for  the  world,  it  would 
give  her  so  much  uneasiness  :  but  I  fear, 
Phoebe,  that  my  dear  cousin,  unless  he 
could  make  himself  known  to  the  Vis- 
count, and  have  an  opportunity  of  unfold- 
ing his  amiable  qualities,  will  have  but  lit- 
tle chance  of  success.'* 

Her  ladyship  wished,  yet  dared  not, 
bring  up  the  name  of  Henry.  Complaining 
of  weariness,  Phoebe  assisted  her  to  un- 
dress, and  then  left  her  to  repose.  This, 
however,  was  not  easily  obtained,  and  she 
met  the  family  next  morning  in  the  break- 
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fast-parlour    pale  and   unrefreshed.      The 
tender  inquiries  of  the  Marquis  too  plainly   > 
evinced   the  state  of  his   heart;  they    i)i- 
creased,  not  relieved,  her  feelings  ;  and  she 
gladly  turned  for  consolation  to  the  affec- 
tionate voice  of  Lord  Desmond,  who,  plac-    ^ 
ing   himself  next  her,  a^ked  if  she  would    ' 
accompany  him  in  his  curricle  to  Town. ^ 

"  If  you  do  not  want  to  go  for  anything 
very  particular,  Robert,'*  said  Lady  Elvira, 
"  you  will  perhaps  delay  your  excursion 
until  to-morrow.  I  mean  then  to  return 
myself,  and,  perhaps,  stay  till  after  the 
birth-day.  I  have  not  yet  ordered  my 
dress:  that,  and  several  other  things,  wil^ 
most  likely  detain  me  in  Town.'* 
,  Lady  Angeline  gave  her  sister  a  look  of 
approbation ;  while  Lord  Desmond,  sur- 
prised and  vexed  at  the  sudden  resolution 
of  Lady  Elvira,  again  asked  her  sister  to 
accompany  him  in  a  morning's  ramble. 
Before  she  could  reply,  Mr.  Wrottesley 
said  : 

"  For  once,  Desmond,  you  must  allow     ' 
me  to  enjoy  the  conversation  of  Angeline. 
You  and    Arlington  shall  entertain  Lady 


THE    SONS    OF    THE    VISCOUNT.  73 

Elvira,  while  my  dear  sister  favours  me 
with  her  company  in  a  walk  which  I  wish 
to  take  before  we  leave  the  Villa.*' 

Lady  Angeline  readily  assented,  and  rose 
to  equip  herself  for  the  occasion,  secretly 
rejoiced  that  she  should,  for  a  few  hours, 
be   free   from   the    enamoured   glances   of 
Lord  Arlington.     Mr.  Wrottesley  and   her 
ladyship  paid  a  visit  to  all  the  cottages, 
and  left  substantial  proofs  of  their  bene- 
volence.    On    entering  that  of  the   poor 
widow,  who   had  received  the  kindest  as- 
sistance   fiom     Miss    Fortescue    and   her 
friend,  Lady  Angeline  listened   with   de- 
light to  the  praises  which  were  bestowed 
upon  them  by  its  grateful  inmates,  and  was 
much  struck   by  the  countenance  of  the 
eldest  girl,  who  was  the  loudest  in  express- 
ing her  artless  thanks  for  the  benefits  her 
family  had  received.     Her  mother,  how- 
ever, checking  the  warm  feelings  of  her 
daughter,    replied    to   a    question   of  Mr. 
Wrottesley's  concerning  the    disposal   of 
her  eight  children,  that  Mr.  Fortescue  had 
taken  the  eldest  boy,  a  lad  about  thirteen; 
and  that  Peggy,  the  girl  who  had  attracted 
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the  notice  of  Lady  Angeline,  was  to  go 
down  with  the  family  to  the  Abbey,  to  be 
placed  under  the  housekeeper's  care,  to 
be  brought  up  as  maid  for  Miss  Fortes- 
cue,       ' 

Lady  Angeline  felt  half  sorry  that  the 
young  creature  was  not  at  liberty  to  par- 
take of  her  kindness,  and  inquired  the  age 
of  her  next  daughter,  intimating  a  wish 
that  Peggy  had  been  disengaged. 

"  I  wish  Bessy  was  at  home,  my  lady, 
for  you  to  see  her,'*  said  the  poor  widow  : 
"  she  will  be  fourteen  come  next  August, 
and  a  goodnatured,  willing,  industrious  lit- 
tle girl,  she  is,  though  I  should  not  praise 
my  own.  She  can  work  very  neatly,  and 
never  thinks  any  thing  a  trouble,  if  she  can 
but  oblige.  My  other  five  are  all  too  young 
to  shift  for  themselves  ;  but,  with  the  bless- 
ing of  God,  and  the  kind  assistance  I  have 
lately  met  with,  1  trust  I  shall  be  able  to 
maintain  them,  until  they  are  old  enough 
to  go  out  in  the  world.  Dear  me,  I  wish 
Bessy  was  at  home;  but  she  is  gone  to 
nurse  the  miller's  child,  and  will  not  be 
back  until  evening.*' 
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"  I  should  like  to  see  her/*  said  Lady 
Angeline,  "  and  will  call  on  you,  Mrs. 
Bloomfield,  this  evening.  If  she  is  at  all 
like  her  sister,  she  will  be  certain  to  gain 
my  favour.  But  what  is  the  name  of  this 
rosy-cheeked  boy,  who  is  just  come  in? 
He  looks  the  picture  of  health  and  good 
humour,  and  his  bright  dark  eyes  beam 
with  intelligence.  What  is  your  name,  my 
little  friend,  and  how  old  are  you?" 

"  Harry  Bloomfield,"  replied  the  child, 
making  one  of  his  best  bows,  '»  and  mam- 
my says  I  am  five  years  old  to-day." 

Lady  Angeline  felt  her  heart  beat  quick- 
er at  the  sound  of  the  boy's  name:  she 
kissed  his  ruddy  cheek,  and,  putting  a  gui- 
nea into  his  little  hand,  said  : 

"  Be  a  good  boy,  and  I  will  love  you  : 
here  is  something  for  you  to  spend,  Harry, 
on  your  birth-day.  I  will  see  you  again 
this  evening,  and  then  you  shall  tell  me 
vvhat  you  have  bought." 

The  child  exultingly  carried  the  guinea 
to  his  mother,  who  could  hardly  refrain 
from  tears  at  the  generosity  of  the  amiable 
donor. 
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"  See,  mammy,  see  what  the  lady  has 
given  me.  You  shall  have  it  all ;  it  will  buy 
you  a  new  gown ;  and  then  Harry  will 
have  given  his  dear  mammy  a  new 
gown." 

Mrs.  Bloomfield  caught  him  up  in  her 
arms,  while  the  tears  of  maternal  rapture 
fell  on  his  blooming  face. 

Lady  Angeline,  pleased  with  the  filial  af- 
fection of  the  child,  and,  perhapsv,  attached 
to  him  for  his  name,  as  well  ^s  from  motives 
of  humanity,  secretly  determined  to  pro- 
vide' for  him ;  his  tender  age,  however, 
prevented  her  from  taking  hini  from  his 
mother,  but  she  proposed  immediately  to 
have  him  sent  to  a  decent  day-school,  pro- 
mising to  pay  for  his  education  until  he 
was  old  enough  to  place  in  some  business, 
which  the  boy  himself  should  select.  Then 
hurried  out  of  the  cottage,  unable  to  bear 
the  gratitude  of  his  delighted  parent. 

"  My  dearest  Angeline,"  said  Air. 
Wrottesley,  "you  seem  so  interested  in  the 
fate  of  little  Harry  Bloomfield,  that  you 
have  deprived  me  of  the  pleasure  I  had 
promised    myself  in    providing   for    him. 
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Will  it  not  be  better  to  turn  him  over  to 
iny  care,  and  take  under  your  protection 
one  of  the  girls  ?" 

Her  ladysh  p  coloured  deeply. 

"  I  mean  to  do  that  likev^^ise,  my  dear 
brother.  Mrs,  Bloomfield  has  some  how 
or  other  escaped  my  notice  until  this  morn- 
ing ;  I  rejoice,  however,  that  she  has  found 
friends,  who  were  both  able  and  willing  to 
relieve  her.  Perhaps  that  was  the  reason 
Phoebe  did  not  mention  her  to  me  amongst 
the  other  families  who  were  in  need  of 
assistance.'* 

"  And  you  really  mean  to  provide  for 
this  boy  yourself?'' 

''  Certainly  1  do.  Why  should  I  not, 
when  the  intelligent  countenance  of  the 
child  has  interested  me  in  his  welfare }  His 
mother  seems  to  be  a  respectable  and  wor- 
thy woman,  and  it  will  afford  me  the  sin- 
cerest  gratification  to  assist  in  restoring 
her  to  the  comforts  of  life.  Should  I  like 
the  appearance  of  Bessy,  I  mean  to  take 
her  immediately  under  my  care,  and  if  I 
find  her  docile  and  grateful,  will  myself 
perfect  her  in  writing  and  reading.     You 
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know,  my  dear  brother,  I  shall  have  plenty 
of  leisure  time  when  we  are  at  the 
Castle'* 

"  Beloved  Angeline,"  he  exclaimed, 
tenderly  pressing  her  soft  hand  in  his, 
*'  what  a  treasure  will  that  man  possess 
who  gains  your  love!"  A  deep  sigh  was 
heard  by  his  affectionate  sister.  "  Oh  I 
Angeline,*'  he  continued,  "  how  supreme- 
ly blest  would  be  my  lot  were  but  Elvira 
like  yotirself.  Caught  by  the  exquisite 
loveliness  of  her  person,  I  did  not  allow 
myself  to  think  that  any  thing  but  the 
possession  of  that  was  wanting  to  complete 
my  felicity.  I  did  not  dream  that,  when 
her  husband,  I  should  feel  a  void  in  my 
heart,  a  void  that  herself  has  made.'* 
Again  he  sighed.  "  Captivated  by  her 
beauty,  I  was  blind  to  her  unbounded  love 
of  admiration  :  I  saw  only  the  perfection 
of  her  form,  and  trusted  tliat  her  mind,  her 
heart,  were  equally  faultless.  Angcline, 
it  was  not  love,  it  was  not  mutual 
tenderness — it  was  ambition  that  indu- 
ced Elvira  to  bestow  on  me  her  hand. 
You  tremble,  my  beloved  sister;  you  shrink 
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froii\  the  assertion  ;  you  fear,  perhaps,  for 
the  peace  of  Elvira.  Oh  !  my  dear  An- 
geline,  fear  not :  my  existence  is  entwined 
with  her  love  ;  to  gain  that  shall  b^  my 
study  :  if  she  has  a  heart,  if  she  possesses 
one  spark  of  grateful  feeling,  I  will  compel 
her  to  acknowledge,  that  at  least  I  merit 
all  her  heart,  deserve  all  her  love." 

Lady  Angeline  grasped  his  arm  :  she 
turned  on  him  her  blue  eves  full  of  tender- 
ness,  full  of  feeling.  "  My  brother,  my 
dear  Everard,  if  the  mind  of  Elvifa  is  at 
present  warped  by  vanity,  she  will  not 
long  be  insensible  to  worth  such  as  your's. 
The  universal  admiration  she  excites  may 
for  a  time  make  her  appear  neglectful  to 
your  merits,  but  in  the  retirement  of  the 
Castle  she  will  have  leisure  to  think  only 
of  you  and  your  kindnesses  ;  she  will  be- 
come all  you  wish.*' 

"  Sweet  girl,"  warmly  replied  the  ami- 
able husband  of  Lady  Elvira,  "  with  such 
an  example  before  her  eyes,  I  trust  that 
she  will.  Elvira  may  break  my  heart,  but 
she  can  never  estrange  it.  But,  my  dearest 
Angeline,  when  I  proposed  thi$  walk,  I 
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had  meant  to  plead  the  cause  of  one  every 
way  deserving  your  regard.  You  cannot 
be  insensible  to  v^'hom  I  allude  :  the  aliec- 
tion  of  Arlington  must  have  been  long 
known  to  you.  Your  pallid  appearance 
last  night/'  Lady  Angelihe  started — . 
"  alarmed  all  his  tenderness',  and  he  be- 
sought me  to  plead  for  him  with  such  ear- 
nestness that  I  could  not  refuse.  Speak, 
my  beloved  sister,  has  the  Marquis  any 
thing  to  hope  ?'* 

*'  Not  from  my  love,''  faintly  replied  her 
ladyship:  "  that  I  cannot  bestow  :  amiable 
as  I  acknowledge  he  is,  yet  my  heart  re- 
fuses to  own  him  for  its  master.  1  esteem 
the  Marquis  so  sincerely,  that  I  regret  that 
any  thing  should  interfere  with  the  friend- 
ship I  feel  for  him  ;  and  I  had  flattered  my- 
self that  the  candid  avowal  of  my  senti- 
ments before  I  left  town  would  have 
crushed  every  hope  that  he  might  have 
cherished." 

"  He  told  me  of  what  then  passed," 
said  Mr.  Wrottesley  ;  "  but,  my  dear  An- 
geline,  the  Marquis  is  hardly  to  blame  in 
nourishing  hope,  as  no  other  lover  appear 
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to  possess  your  preference.  1  confess  that 
since  Herbert  can  never  be  any  thing  but  a 
brother  to  you,  I  had  wished  that  his  lord- 
ship might  be  the  highly  favoured  man.  I 
will  not,  however,  press  this  delicate  sub- 
ject, my  dear  sister  :  your  own  heart  is 
the  best  adviser,  and  the  painful  task  must 
be  mine  to  annihilate  e^ery  blissful  expec- 
tation of  my  friend/' 

*'  In  performing  this  unpleasant  office, 
my  dear  Everard,  be  careful  to  crush  for 
ever  every  lurking  hope  of  Lord  Arlington. 
Yet  tell  him  that  1  am  sensible  of  the  value 
of  the  offer  I  decline;  that  I  shall  be  grate- 
ful for  his  friendship,  and  that  he  will  ever 
possess  mine."  In  saying  this  they  entered 
the  A'^illa,  and  Lady  Angeline  hastily  flew 
to  her  own  apartments,  to  conceal  from  her 
brother  her  tears  and  bhishes.  It  was  the 
consciousness  of  Lord  Arlington's  merits, 
and  the  pain  her  refusal  would  give  him^ 
that  called  forth  the  tear  of  sympathy: 
the  blush  which  tinged  her  cheeks  was  oc- 
casioned by  the  recollection  of  her  own  ro- 
mantic feelings,  which  alone  prevented  ker 
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from  accepting  the  hand  of  the  interesting 
and  deserving  Marquis. 

When  Lady  Elvira  sought  her  sister^  she 
found    her    pensively  sitting  in   her  own 
room:  rising  hastily  at   her  entrance,  she 
bestowed  on  the  lovely  wife  of  Mr.  Wrot- 
tesley  the  highest  praise  for  her  resolution 
in  quitting  the  Villa,  and  exhorted  her  to 
continue  firm  in  her  present  prudent  line 
of  conduct.     Deeply  Lady  Elvira  sighed, 
as  she  listened  to  her  sister,  who  affection- 
ately pointed  out  every  amiable  qualifica- 
tion of  her  husband,   and   chiefly  his  un- 
bounded fondness  for  herself,   which  not 
even  her  own  neglect  and  inattention  had 
been  able  to  abate.     "  True,''  said  Lady 
Elvira,  "  Everard  is  I  believe  all  that  vou 
have  represented  him  ;  he  is  deserving  of 
a  more  w^orthy  heart  than  mine.     I  will, 
however,  study  to  correct  its  wanderings, 
and  endeavour  to   prove  myself  in  some 
degree  not  insensible  to  his  aflfection  and 
that  ot   my  family."     Her  ladyship  then 
retired  to  dress  for  dinner. 

With  all  imaginable  delicacy,  Mr.  Wrot- 
tesley  imparted  to  his  friend  the  result  of 
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his  morning's  tete-a-tete  :  he  entered  into 
his  distress,   but  he  did  not  delude  him 
with  any  thing  like  hope;  and  the  unhappy 
lover,  unable   to  bear  the  presence  of  the 
sweet  cause   of  his  misery,  set  off  imme- 
diately  to  Town,  ordering  his  servant  to 
follow  him  to  his  mother's.     The  abrupt 
departure    of    his    lordship   gave   pain    to 
them  all.     Lady  Eivii%  was  surprised  that 
her  sister  should  rejec    so  advantageous 
an  offer  from  so  handsome  a  man,  yet  it 
was  a  theme  she  purposelj  aroided  touch- 
ing upon,  too  well  convinced  that  her  own 
ideas  on  the  subject  wouid  not  meet  with 
the  approbation  of  her  sister.     I^ord  Des- 
mond, who  felt  the  si nceresi regard  for  t». 
Marquis,  was.  sensibly  hurt  at  his  absence, 
and  regretted  most  truly  that  he  t'^^  ^^^" 
unable  to  secure  the  affections  a^  his  cou- 
sin.    Their  meal   was   a  silent  one,   and 
Lady     Angeline,    uneasy  and   depressed, 
rose  early  to  make  hpr  proposed  visit  to 
Mrs.  Bloomfield.     Lord  Desmond  offered 
to  escort   her,   and  Mr.  Wrottesley  with 
his  brother  remained  at  home  with  Lady 
Elvira. 
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The  son  of  Lady  Emma  found  it  impos- 
sible to  refrain  from   expressing  his  con- 
cern at  the  unhappiness  of  his  friend:  his 
cousin  joined   in    lamenting  his    unhappy 
attachment,  and  in  bestowing  on  the  Mar- 
quis all  the  praise  which  was  so  justly  his 
due.     She  then   changed  the  conversation 
to  the  humble  inmates  of  the  house  they 
were  about  to  ent^r,  and  Lady  Angeline^ 
had  only  time  to  disclose  her  kind  inten- 
tions,   w^hen    ihcy    found    themselves    in 
the  clean,  neat  little  cottage  of  the  poor 
widow. 

Bessy,  a  pretty  modest  looking  girl,  was 
presente<^  to  Lfly  Angeline,  and  instantly 
gamed  the  gcod  opinion    of  her  ladyship 
by  th<i  pJeasingness  of  her  appearance.  She 
inquirt^t  of  Mrs.  Bloomfield  if  she  would 
-part  with  her,  promising  to  have  her  edu- 
cated in  a  plain  manner,  and  to  have  her 
always  about  her  own  person.     The  joy  of 
the  grateful  mother  knew  no  bounds,  and 
it  was  settled  that  Bessy   should  attend 
next  day  at  the  Villa,  to  accompany  her 
young  mistress  to  Town.     Lady  Angeline 
also  told  Mrs.  Bloomfield  that  she  should 
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commission  Mrs.  Meynel  to  procure  for 
her  every  thing  that  was  requisite,  and  that 
she  would  always  he  with  that  worthy  w^o- 
man,  when  not  occupied  in  her  own  apart- 
ments. She  likewise  assured  her  that  she 
should  call  on  her  several  times  before  she 
left  London,  and  gave  her  free  permission 
to  see  her  dausjhter  as  often  as  she 
liked,  at  the  same  time  presenting  her 
with  a  Bank  note  from  Lady  Elvira  Wrot- 
tesley. 

"  But  where  is  my  little  favourite  ?" 
inquired  her  ladyship.  "  I  must  hear  from 
his  own  lips  how  he  has  disposed  or  what 
I  gave  him,  and  shall  feel  disappointed  if 
he  has  been  prevented  from  using  his  own 
discretion.'* 

Bessy  was  dispatched  into  the  little  gar- 
den belonging  to  the  cottage,  where  he  was 
enjoyi.ng  himself  with  his  brothers  and  sis- 
ters ;  and  thither  Lady  Angeline  ai^d  her 
cousin  followed  to  witness  their  innocent 
hilarity.  At  the  voice  of  her  ladyship,  the 
boy  ran  like  lightning  to  where  she  stood, 
and  in  a  moment  his  arms  were  round  her 
neck,  heedless  of  his  mother's  injunctions 
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not  to  be  rucle,  and  to  remember  who  he 
was  speaking  to. 

Lady  Angeline  sat,  down  on  a  rustic 
seat  by  the  garden  door  with  Harry  in  her 
lap,  who  still  held  her  round  the  neck. 
Lord  Desmond  was  standing  in  the  midst 
of  the  happy  group,  talking  to  each  of  the 
little  ones,  who  w^re  eagerly  gathering 
what  spring  flowers  their  garden  contained, 
to  present  to  the  lady  who  had  been  so 
kind  to  them.  Mrs.  Bloomfield  had  re- 
turned into  the  cottage,  and  Lady  An- 
geline continued  to  caress  her  artless  fa- 
vourite. 

*'  And  what,'*  said  she,  "  have  you  bought 
for  your  mother,  Harry?  How  have  you 
spent  what  I  gave  you  ?** 

"  Why,  mammy  wanted  very  badly  a 
new  gown  for  Sundays,  and  your  ladyship 
said  I  was.to  do  what  I  liked  with  my  own 
money,  so  I  ran  away  with  brother  to  the 
shop,  and  I  bought  mammy  such  a  pretty 
gown — poor  dear  mammy,  how  I  long  to 
see  her  in  it !  Do  you  know  she  could  not 
go  to  church  these  three  Sundays  because 
she  ha(J  no  gown  to  go  in,  and  I  saw  her  cry 
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because  she  could  not  goto  church.  But 
now/*  and  his  black  eyes  sparkled  with  joy, 
*'  I  am  so  happy,  so  happy,  that  my  dear 
mammy  can  go  to  church  and  pray  to  God 
to  bless  your  ladyship  and  the  other  ladies 
who  have  been  so  good  to  us.  I  love 
them,  but  I  Icvc  you  best,  for  you  gave 
me  the  money  to  buy  mammy  a  new 
gown." 

''  Dear  little  fellow  !'*  said  Lady  Ange- 
line.  "  Would  you  like  to  come  and  live 
with  me  ?  I  will  give  you  more  money, 
and  you  shall  have  nice  things,  and  pretty 
things  for  yourself.  Will  you  come,  and 
live  with  me,  Harry  ?" 

"  What,  and  leave  mammy  ?  No,  thank 
3^0!ir  ladyship,  I  cannot  leave  mammy. 
Peggy  and  Billy  are  going  away,  so  I  must 
stay  and  comfort  mammy,  and  work  for 
her  if  I  can.'' 

Lady  Angeline  kissed  the  child  affec- 
tionately. *'  But  you  will  love  me,  Henry. 
You  will  think  of  me  when  I  am  gone 
to  Town — you  will  not  forget  me  ?'^ 

"  Oh,  no,"  replied  the  boy,  "  I  will 
always  love  you  dearly,  dearly,  and  pray 
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for  you  when  I  say  my  prayers.  Indeed  I 
will  jiever  forget  you,  never.  But  what 
is  your  name  ?** 

"  Angeline  De  Courci,"  said  her  lady- 
ship, pressing  him  with  redoubled  fond- 
ness to  her  bosom.  "  And  you  are  sure. 
Harry,  that  you  will  always  love  me  ?*' 

"  Quite  sure,"  replied  the  child:  "  and 
though  mammy  says  you  are  a  great 
Jady,  and  I  must  not  be  so  free  with 
you,  yet  you  shall  be  my  own  dear,  dear 
angel.'* 

Her  ladyship  turned  hastily  round  at 
the  sound  of  his  mother's  voice,  and  be- 
held Miss  Fortescue  and  her  youngest 
brother,  who  had  overheard  the  prattle  of 
the  child  with  evident  satisfaction.  Con- 
fused, and  blushing  deeply,  Lady  Angeline 
rose  as  she  met  the  beautifully  expressive 
eyes  of  Henry  Fortescue  iixed  on  herself, 
and  hastened  to  her  cousin,  who  the  mo- 
ment he  beheld  Miss  Fortescue  saw  only 
her.  He,  however,  bowed  politely  to  her 
brother,  who  returned  his  salute,  and 
Lady  Angeline  saw  him  press  to  his  bo- 
som the  little  boy  she  had  just  been  so 
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kindly  caressing.  He  flung  himself  on 
the  vacant  seat,  and  continiK^d  to  hold  the 
child  in  his  arms,  while  his  sister  beckoned 
to  Peggy,  who  immediately  followed  her 
into  the  cottage. 

Harry  Bloomfield  was  repeating  to  Mr. 
Fortescue  all  the  goodness  of  Lady  Ange- 
line  ;  and  his  attentive  hearer  could  have 
listened  for  ever  to  his  innocent  prattle  ' 
but  when  he  learnt  her  kind  intentions  of 
providing  for  him,  he  could  not  help  ex- 
claiming, "  Happy,  happy  boy,  how  en- 
viable is  your  lot  !" 

Lady   Angeline   felt    embarrassed  :    she 
wished  to  quit   the  garden,  yet  she  must; 
pass  the  seat  on   which   he  reclined,  and 
she  continued    therefore   talking  to  Bessy, 
scarcelv  knowing:  what  she  said,  and  uncon- 
N  scious  that    Lord  Desmond   had    left  her. 
Little  Harry,  disengaging  himself  from  Mr. 
Fortescue,  ran  to   fetch  the  gown  he  had 
bought  for    his   mother,    and    eagerly  in- 
quired   if    her   ladyship    liked   it.       After 
praising  his  choice,   she  again  bid  him  be  a 
good  boy,  and  promised  to  see  him  before 
she   went  into  the  country  ;  then    turuing 
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to  his  sister,  she  desired  her  to  be  ready  to 
attend  her  next  day  by  eleven  o'clock, 
and  to  bring  her  brother  with  her  to  the 
Villa. 

Henry  saw  her  pass  him,  and  would 
have  given  the  world  to  have  spoken  to 
her,  to  touch  her  little  soft  white  hand, 
but  he  thought  it  improper  before  the  cot- 
tage children.  The  deep  glow  which 
.  overspread  her  face  was  observed  by 
him  with  increasing  admiration  :  he  knew 
well  the  delicacy  of  her  mind,  the 
purity  of  her  heart,  and  it  rendered 
her  more  estimable  in  his  eyes.  Again 
the  child  of  her  adoption  w^as  pressed  to 
his  bosom,  and  received  additional  caresses 
from  his  being  so. 

Lady  Angeline  found  her  cousin  by  the 
side  of  Miss  Fortescue,  who  coloured  as 
she  approached  them,  while  the  fine  coun- 
tenance of  Lord  Desmond  betrayed  the 
warm  feelings  of  his  soul.  He  caught  the 
hand  of  his  cousin,  and  placing  it  in  that 
of  Cecil,  said,  ''  Such  kindred  excellence 
should  not  be  ^strangers  to  each  other. 
Oh  !   may    heaven  smile    upon     the    re-* 
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union   of   the   families  !    may   it    prove   a 
lasting  one  !" 

The  two  beautiful  girls  read  in  each 
other's  eyes  their  mutual  good  wishes  and 
affection.  Lady  Angeiine  warmly  pressed 
the  hand  of  Miss  Fortescue  to  her  lips, 
and  taking  the  arm  of  her  cousin,  hurried 
out  of  the  cottage,  fearful  lest  they  should 
be  seen  by  the  brother  of  Cecil. 

The  next  morning  the  overjoyed  widow 
brought  Bessy  and  little  Harry  to  the 
Villa.  The  former  w^as  immediately  placed 
under  the  care  of  Phcebe,  who  willingly 
undertook  to  purchase  what  was  necessary 
for  her  ;  and  the  delighted  mother  could 
only  express  her  happiness  by  tears,  and 
broken  sentences  of  pleasure.  Little  Harry 
was  taken  to  a  neighbouring  shop  and  new 
clothed  completely,  and  Lady  Angeiine 
herself  took  him  to  the  school  where  he 
was  to  go  as  a  day  scholar,  and  received 
the  promise  of  its  mistress  that  he  should 
be  under  her  particular  care.  He  was  then 
loaded  with  cakes,  playthings,  Sec,  and 
his  mother  also  received  various  articles 
for  herself  and  other  children.     Lady  El- 
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vira  likewise  contributed  to  her  stock,  and 
Mr.  Wrottesley  assured  her  that  as  soon 
as  her  other  two  bovs  were  old  enough? 
he  would  pay  for  their  schooling,  and  de- 
sired her  to  apply  to  him  for  any  assistance 
she  might  want.  Thus  was  a  deserving  wo- 
man and  her  family  made  happy,  and  Lady 
Angeline  had  the  pleasure  to  find  that 
Bessy  was  even  more  worthy  than  her  mo- 
ther represented  her. 

Lady  Elvira  quitted  the  Villa  with  a 
heart  full  of  painful  emotions  ;  she  cast  a 
glance  at  the  ivy-covered  walls  of  the 
Lodge,  and  a  sigh  escaped  her  that  caught 
the  ear  of  her  sister.  She  had  now  re- 
moved from  the  object  of  her  criminal  at- 
tachment :  she  h^d  exerted  all  her  forti- 
tude in  so  doing,  and  it  was  her  determi- 
nation to  make,  if  possible,  amends  for 
the  past :  but  the  idea  of  Sidney*s  ap- 
proaching nuptials,  of  having  become  in- 
different to  him,  gave  a  stab  to  her  peace^ 
a  wound  to  her  mind,  that  time  and  reli- 
!^ion  alone  could  heal. 

Her  return  to   London  w'as  hailed  with 
pleasure   by  the   lively  daughters   of   the 
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Duchess  of  Aimhigh,  m4io  called  the  mo- 
ment her  arrival  was  announced. 

"  Alas!"  cried  Lady  Lucy,  half  se- 
rious,  and  half  gay,  "  I  shall  lose  all  my 
beaux  in  time  :  Sidney  Fortescue  is  goino- 
to  be  married  to  Julia  Aveland,  and  I 
expect  daily  to  be  slimmoned  to  atrend  as 
bridemaid/* 

The  colour  vanished  from  the  cheeks  of 
Lady  Elvira;  and  Lord  Desmond,  who  sat 
on  the  couch  beside  her,  saw  with  amaze- 
ment and  concern  the  deathlike  hue  of 
her  beautiful  countenance,  the  tremblino- 
agitation  of  her  form.  A  new  and  painful 
truth  darted  across  his  mind.  Fortunately 
Mr.  Wrottesley  was  so  busily  engaged 
with  the  Duchess  that  he  saw  not  the 
distress  of  his  wife.  Rising  hastily,  Lord 
Desmond  contrived  to  draw  off  the  atten- 
tion of  Lady  Lucy  to  himself;  and  Lady 
Angeline,  who  saw  the  confusion  of  her 
sister,  and  who  felt  the  greatest  alarm  lest 
it  should  be  noticed,  took  the  daughters 
of  the  Duchess  into  the  music-room,  and 
thus  gave  her  sister  time  to  recover  her- 
sdf. 
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Lady  Clementina  inquired  when  the 
Earl  and  his  son  were  expected  in  Town, 
declaring  very  goodnaturedly  that  she 
would  do  all  in  her  power  to  make  het  feel 
easy  and  unembarrassed  when  she  was  in- 
troduced, and  heard  with  satisfaction  that 
they  were  expected  in  a  short  time.  After 
playing  some  fashionable  airs,  they  returned 
to  the  drawing-room;  and  Lady  Angeline, 
w^ho  cast  a  fearful  glance  towjird  her  sis- 
ter, saw  with  secret  approbation  that  she 
had  gained  the  ascendency  over  her  feel- 
ings. 

"  We  shall  all  meet  at  Lady  Arlington's 
ball,"  said  the  Duchess,  "  which  is  on  the 
twentj'^-ninth.  I  saw  the  Marquis  yester- 
day, but  he  looked  so  woe-begone,  that  on 
my  soul  Lcould  scold  you,  my  little  fairy, 
for  your  cruelty  ;  and  since  you  are  deter- 
mined to  break  his  heart,  I  vvill  take  him 
under  my  protection*  Perhaps,  indeed,  I 
may  have  so  much  compassion  as  to  give 
him  one  of  my  girls,  to  cure  his  unhappy 
passion  for  my  naughty  favourite.'* 

"  The  best  thing  you  can  possibly  do, 
mamma,"  exclaimed  Lady   Lucy,    laugh- 
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ing.  '*  It  would  be  no  bad  thing  to  be  Mar- 
chioness of  Arlington,  with  twenty  thou- 
sand a-year,  and  a  handsome  accomplished 
man  for  a  husband.  Lady  -\iigeline,  I  dare 
say,  has  her  private  reasons  for  reliisingso 
good  an  offer." 

This  was  said  without  any  particular 
meaning;  but  it  crimsoned  the  lovely  coun- 
tenance of  Lady  Angeline,  who  became 
painfully  confused. 

"Time  will  bring  all  things  to  light,"  re- 
plied the  Duchess,  "and  my  little  fairy  will 
not  always  be  so  difficult  to  please.  I  shall 
yet  live  to  dance  at  her  wedding."  Then 
calling  aside  Lord  Desmond,  she  inquired 
if  he  hnd  changed  his  opinion  of  Miss  For- 
tescue,  adding,  "  You  may  trust  me,  I  as- 
sure you,  for  I  have  set  my  heart  upon 
reuniting  the  famiUes,  and  you  cannot  have 
a  truer  friend  than  myself." 

His  lordship  sincerely  thanked  her  for 
her  good  wishes,  and  joined  in  expressing 
a  hope  that  the  animosity  of  the  Viscount 
might  yet  be  subdued :  at  the  same  time 
he  candidly  acknowledged  his  undiminish- 
ed affection  for  his  beautiful  daughter. 
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"  Well,  well,"  cried  she,  "  I  will  do  all 
in  my  power  to  bring  you  together ;  but 
time  and  your  own  merits,  will,  I  think, 
prove  successful  in  the  end/*  Then  low- 
ering her  voice  :  "•  Between  ourselves,  my 
'  lord,  can  you  guess  '  the  reason  of  your 
cousin  rejecting  the  Marquis?  I  am  really 
sorry  for  him,  and  should  have  thought  he 
was  just  the  man  to  suit  her  taste," 

"  I  should  have  thought  so  also,"  replied 
Lord  Desmond,  ''  but  your  Grace  is  well 
aware  of  the  refined  delicacy  of  Angeline. 
It  is  not  a  splendid  establishment  that  will 
influence  her  choice." 

"No,  by  my  troth,",  said  the  Duchess, 
"  It  will  be  all  for  love,  or  the  world  well 
lost,  with  Lady  Angeline.  She  is  a  sweet 
creature,  and  I  should,  nevertheless,  like  to 
see  her  married  to  a  Duke."  Her  Grace 
was  sincere  in  what  she  uttered.  Already 
had  she  matched  two  of  her  daughters  to 
men  of  the  first  consideration  in  the  king- 
dom, and  had  nearl}^  brought  about  the 
union  of  Lady  Clementina  with  the  Duke 
of  Auburn. 

The  rejection  of  the  Marquis  had  changed 
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her  views  with  respect  to  Lady  Lucy,  and 
she  now  determined  to  secure  him  if  possi- 
ble  for  this  lovely  young  girl,  and  actually 
proposed  that  her  daughter  should  hence- 
forward conduct  herself  in  such  a  manner 
as  would  ensure   his   attention;     hoping, 
and  indeed  not  doubting,  ultimately  to  see 
her  Marchioness  of  Arlington.     It  was  the 
particular  boast  of  the   Duchess  that  she 
had  brought  about  some  of  the  first  matches 
in  the  kingdom,  and  there  was  great  justice 
in  the  assertion.     She   was   very   fond  of 
Lady  Angeline,  and  next  to  her  own  girls 
had  her  advancement  in  lite  much  at  heart. 
She  was  sorry  at  first  that  she  had  been  so 
foolish  as  to  refuse  so  good  an  offer  as  the 
Marquis. 

One  winter  in  Town  had  already  elap?. 
ed,  and  her  little  favourite  was  not  even 
engaged  to  any  one  ;  but  she  flattered  her- 
self that  a  second  winter  in  London  would 
see  her  married  to  as  good  a  match  as  Lord 
Arlington,  at  least  it  should  not  be  her 
fault  if  she  was  not. 

As  soon  as  the  Duchess  had  taken  leave 
Lady  Elvira  retired  to  her  chamber,  and 
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unable  any  longer  to  repress  her  feelings- 
gave  way  to  a  burst  of  tears.  "Ah!**  thought 
she,  "  then  all  is  fixed  :  "  Sidney  has  totally 
forgotten  the  Elvira  he  once  adored.  In  a 
few  days  he  will  become  the  husband  of 
Miss  Aveland,  and  I,  worthless  as  I  am, 
will  only  be  remembered  with  scorn  and 
contempt.^  Then  again  recollecting  that  it 
was  herself  who  had  first  broken  the  vow 
of  fidelity,  she  threw  herself  upon  a  chair 
and  sobbed  aloud.  In  this  situation  she 
was  discovered  by  her  sister,  who  tenderly 
endeavoured  to  calm  her  agonies.  Lady 
Elvira  ,  convulsively  grasped  her  hand. 
"He  is  lost  to  me  for  ever,*'  she  fran- 
ticly  exclaimed,  and  again  sunk  on  the 
bosom  of  her  afflicted  sister. 

*'  Dearest  Elvira,'*  mildly  replied  Lady 
Angeline,  "  you  forgot  that  when  you 
became  the  wife  of  the  amiable  Everard, 
Sidney  was  then  lost  to  you  for  ever.** 

"  True,**  cried  Lady  Elvira.   "  It  was  I 
who  abandoned  Sidney,  it  was  I  who  wan- 
tonly broke  asunder  the  tender  bonds  of 
mutual   love  and    confidence  that    united 
us.     Oh!  Angeline,  my  gentle  sister,  you 
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.are  incapable  of  feeling  the  horrors  which 
now  distract  me,  you  know  not  the  excess 
of  my  passion,  you  know  not  to  what  guilt 
it  would  hurry  me.  Angeline,  I  would  re- 
nounce my  husband,  my  family,  my  fame, 
my  all,  for  Sidney's  love,  and  fly  with  him 
to  the  remotest  corner  of  the  globe." 

"  Merciful  heaven!*'  faintly  exclaimed 
Lady  Angeline,  starting  back  with  horror 
from  the  touch  of  her  sister,  and  falling 
insensible  on  the  floor.  Lady  Elvira, 
alarmed,  knelt  by  her  side,  and  bathed  her 
face  with  tears  of  repentance.  Slowly  she 
revived,  and  with  difficulty  replied  to  ^the 
earnest  entreaties  of  her  sister  to  forget 
the  words  she  had  uttered  in  the  moments 
of  her  despair,  conjuring  her  to  thmk  of 
them  no  more. 

Lady  Angeline  gave  her  a  look  which 
pierced  her  to  the  soul. 

"  My  dear  unfortunate  Everard,"  said 
she,  raising  her  sweet  eyes  to  heaven, 
*'  and  is  this  the  reward  of  all  thy  tender- 
ness? Elvira,  the  idol  of  thy  generous 
love,  would  basely  abandon  thee  to  misery 
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and  ruin.     Alas!    my  sister,   Sidney's    ho- 
nour, not  your  own,  must  preserve  that  of 
your  husband/* 

She  w?,s  quitting  the  chamber  when 
Lady  Elvira  flung  herself  before  her.  '*  De- 
spised by  my  sister,**  she  wildly  exclaimed, 
*'  and  perhaps  the  object  of  Sidney's  de- 
rision, i  will  not  exist  under  such  horrible 
circumstances.  I  will  not  live,  Angeline, 
to  be  hated  by  thee.*' 

Hastily  raising  her,  Lady  Angeline  flung- 
her  arms  round  her  neck'  and  burst  into 
tears.  "  I  cannot  hate  you,  Elvira,  I  can- 
not forget  that  you  were  the  companion  of 
my  youth,  the  dear  partner  of  my  happiest 
years.  Oh  !  my  sister,  why  have  you  suf- 
fered yourself  to  become  the  cause  of  your 
own  wretchedness,  of  my  misery  ?  Do^ 
you  think  I  could  live  were  you  to  become?^ 
the  lost  creature  your  passions  would  make 
you  ?  To  see  you  abandoned  to  endless 
penitence,  endless  remorse,  would  break 
my  heart.  Your  husband,  the  good,  the  af- 
fectionate Everard,  would  not  long  survive 
your  desertion,  and  your  conscience  would 
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then  upbraid  you  when  too  late  for  the 
destruction  you  had  occasioned.  Had  you 
married  Sidney,  I  am  convinced  that  you 
would  not  have  been  so  happy  as  you  now 
imagine  ;  though  had  you  loved  him  with 
an  affection  worthy  of  that  he  bore  you, 
that  would  certainly  have  been  the  case. 
You  chose  to  give  your  hand  to  another. 
I  confess  I  dreaded  the  consequences:  I 
dreaded  lest  you  had  deceived  yourself ; 
but  feared  not  for  your  virtue,  Elvira,  onJy 
for  your  happiness,  v.hich  you  had  endan- 
gered by  your  extraordinary  infidelity.  I 
saw  with  deep  regret  that  you  were  mor- 
tified by  Sidney's  proper  conduct  after 
your  marriage.  I  made  allowance  for  your  • 
wounded  vanitv,  but  I  did  not  for  a  mo- 
ment  harbour  an  idea  that  my  sister  was 
capable  of  forming  a  wish  derogatory  to 
her  own  honour  and  that  of  her  family,  of 
rendering  miserable  for  life  a  husband, 
whose  study  is  but  to  ensure  her  happi- 
ness, to  anticipate  her  wishes.  Why 
should  you  lament  that  Sidney  has  con- 
quered his  fatal  love,  since  the  object  of 
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it  proved  herself  so  unworthy  ?  Why  feel 
envious  that  another  more  calculated  to 
make  him  happy  should  now  possess  his 
affections?  A  noble  mind,  Elvira,  would 
rather  rejoice  at  the  prospect  of  his  felicity; 
and  such  I  once  hoped  was  my  sister's. 
How  cruelly  have  you  disappointed  all  the 
Jhopes  I  had  entertained  from  your  readi- 
ness to  quit  the  Villa.  Oh  !  Elvira,  you 
have  caused  me  more  sleepless  nights, 
more  melancholy  days,  than  you  are  aware 
of ;  and  I  feel  that  should  you  ever  openly 
disgrace  your  family,  I  shall  be  the  first 
victim  to  your  imprudence." 

Lady  Elvira  took  the  passive  hands  of 
her  sister.  "  I  will  not  ask  your  confi- 
dence, Angeline,  I  will  try  first  to  deserve 
itr  My  passion  for  Sidney  has  indeed ^ 
made  me  forget  all  that  I  ought  to  hold 
most  dear  to  me,  but  I  may  yet,  perhaps, 
recover  your  good  opinion.  I  will  not  go 
to  Lady  Arlington's  ball,  or  to  any  other 
party  where  I  may  meet  the  Fortescues. 
I  will  not  accompany  you  and  my  uncle 
•to  the  Castle,  but  accept  of  Lord  Dorri ng- 
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ton's  invitation  to  pass  the  summer  with 
his  family  at  the  Park.  I  will  remain  in 
the  country  until  I  have  conquered  my 
guilty  attachment,  and  when  we  next 
meet,  Angeline,  you  shall  embrace  a  real 
penitent." 

The  eyes  of  Lady  Angeline  beamed  with 
tenderness  and  pity,  "  May  God  strengthen 
this  excellent  determination,  my  dear  El- 
vira !    Oh  !  may  I  but  see  you  happy  with 
our  dear   Everard,  and   I  shall    then  have 
scarcely  a  wish  ungratified."     She  pressed 
the  hand   of  her  sister  affectionately,  and 
retired  to  her  own  apartment.     There  she 
piously  knelt  and  offered  up  her  prayers  to 
her  Creator,  for  the  preservation  of  her  sis- 
ter :  she  implored  the  protection  of  the  Al- 
mighty, to  save  her  from  the  ruin  she  had 
meditated,  and  to  mould  her  heart  to  return 
the  affection  of  her  adoring  husband.     Nor 
was  Sidney  forgotten  in  her  pure  and  inno- 
cent   petition   to   the  Throne    of   Mercy. 
No  one  more  truly  wished  him  happy  than 
Lady  Angeline,   nor  could  Julia's  bosom 
friend  more  ardently  desire  to  see  her  blest 
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as  the  wife  of  Sidney,  than  did  the  spot- 
less sister  of  the  beautiful,  but  imprudent 
Lady  Elvira  Wrottesley. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


Sidney  heard  of  the  sudden  departure 
of  the  family  at  the  Villa  from  Robarts, 
who  lamented  that  he  was  again  deprived 
of  his  Phoebe's  company.  His  favourite, 
however,  assured  him  that  her  absence 
would  be  a  short  one,  and  Robarts  rubbed 
his  hands  for  joy  at  this  agreeable  in- 
telligence. 

As  the  General  and  Mrs.  Aveland  were 
expected  soon,  the  Viscount  proposed  that 
they  should  receive  them  in  Town  ;  accord- 
ingly, four  days  after  Lady  Elvira  had  left 
the  V^illa,  Lord  Fortescue  and  his  family 
arrived  in  Portland  Place,  where  they 
were  soon  joined  by  the  fond  parents  of 
Miss  Aveland.  With  increased  delight 
they  embraced  their  blooming  daughter, 
and  the  General  loudly  expressed  his  ap- 
probation of  her  choice. 
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"  My  old  and  valued  friend/'  said  his 
lordship,  "  Sidney  has  repaid  all  my  anx- 
ious fears,  by  selecting  for  a  wife  our  be- 
loved Julia.  I  assure  you,  Cecil  is  hardly 
more     dear'  to    me    than    your    amiable 

child/* 

"  I  believe  you,'*  replied  the  veteran, 
"  and  I  only  lament  that  1  have  not  a  son 
to  bestow  on  me  the  rich  treasure  of  such 
a  daughter  as  my  lovely  Ciecil/' 

Nothing  would  satisfy  the  General  but  a 
speedy  marriage.  "  Your  liappiness»  my 
dear  Sidney,"  said  he,  "  shall  not  be  de-_ 
layed :  my  Julia  loves  you  tenderly  ;  Lap- 
prove  of  it,  and  as  I  did  not  allow  her  mo- 
ther to  trifle  with  my  impatience,  and  fool- 
ishly keep  me  in  suspense,  I  shall  not  listen 
to  any  of  Julia's  excuses  :  you  shall  be 
married,  my  dear  boy,  as  soon  as  the  wed- 
ding cloaths  can  be  got  ready.  And,  al- 
though I  have  not  been  to  Court  for  some 
time,  yet  I  mean  to  attend  on  the  birth- 
day, to  see  you  and  my  girl  presented  on ' 
her  marria     /' 

Sidney  with  gratitude  kissed  the  hand 
of  the  ^alla.-t  officer,  and  Julia,. in  com- 
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pliance  with  her  father's  wishes,  sum- 
moned Lady  Lucy  earlier  than  she  had  at 
first  intended,  and  became  the  wife  of  her 
long  loved  Sidney  just  a  week  before 
Lady  Arlington's  ball.  It  is  needless  to 
say  the  happiness  this  event  occasioned  in 
the  Fortescue  family.  Robarts  fetched  his 
Phoebe,  who,  for  the  first  time  since  that 
fatal  affair  at  the  Castle,  now  entered  the 
house  of  the  A^iscount,  and  partook  of  the 
general  joy  of  the  household.  Yet  a  tear 
of  sad  recollection  more  than  once  dimmed 
her  eye,  and  a  sigh  escaped  her  as  she 
thought  on  her  mistress,  and  as  she  gazed 
on  her  own  worthy  lover,  who  seemed  to 
feel  only  the  felicity  of  his  beloved  3^oung* 
master. 

Sidney,  in  folding  to  his  bosom  the  mo- 
dest, yet  tender  Julia,  could  not  help  ex- 
pressing his  gratitude  to  Heaven  and  to 
his  brother,  who  had  saved  him  from  rashly 
uniting  himself  to  the  object  of  his  first 
love.  He  felt  how  superior  the  woman  he 
Lad  now  chosen  was  to  the  beautiful  in- 
constant, for  whose  sake  he  had  so  daring- 
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\y  braved  the  displeasure  of  his  father  ; 
while  his  heart  told  him,  also,  that  Julia's 
love  and  steady  tenderness  would  make 
amends  for  the  pains  he  had  endured  from 
the  fickleness  of  Lady  Elvira. 

Ceeil  could  not  refrain  from  shedding 
tears  of  joy  as  she  embraced  her  friend,  and 
Mrs.  Fortescue,  whose  increasing  weak- 
ness was  the  only  alloy  to  their  happiness, 
warmly  expressed-  her  delight  at  witnessing 
an  event  she  had  long  wished  for,  while  Lady 
Lucy,  smiling  archly  at  the  blushing  bride, 
whispering  said,  *'  I  did  not  think  I  pos- 
sessed so  much  goodnature  as  to  seriously 
wish  you  joy  ;  but  1  know  not  how  it  is,  you 
have  completely  won  me  over  to  your  side, 
and  I  sincerely  hope  that  1  may  ever  see 
you  as  happy  as  y©u  are  at  this  present 
moment.'* 

The  marriage  of  Sidney  gave  consider- 
able relief  to  the  mind  of  Henry,  who  se- 
cretly dreaded  lest  the  renewed  fondness 
of  Lady  Elvira  might  again  enslave  his  vo- 
latile brother,  and  once  more  fascinate  him 
-to  become  devoted  to  her  willo     In  Julia 
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he  beheld  the  woman  pre-eminently  calcu- 
lated to  render  Sidney  happy,  and  rejoiced 
at  the  bright  prospect  of  tranquil  and  uni- 
form affection  that  awaited  him.  From 
this  delightful  picture  of  connubial  feli- 
city Henry  turned  his  thoughts  to  his 
own  faded  bliss,  and  as  he  gazed  with  me- 
lancholy tenderness  on  the  pale  cheek  of 
his  wife,  he  felt  all  the  anxiety  of  a  hus- 
band and  a  father.  In  vain  he  tried  to 
persuade  Mrs.  Fortescue  not  to  attend 
Lady  Arlington's  ball  ;  but  as  it  was  the 
last  for  the  season,  she  persisted  in  her  de- 
termination of  being  there,  and  Henry 
was  compelled  to  give  his  reluctant  con- 
sent to  what  his  reason  condemned. 

He  saw  her  dressed  with  more  than 
usual  elegance  for  the  occasion,  and  as  he 
placed  some  flowers  in  her  bosom,  felt  a 
chill  come  over  his  whole  frame  ;  his  hand 
trembled  so  violently  that  she  could  not 
help  observing  it,  and  inquired  if  he  was 
unwell.  His  sister  also  expressed  the 
same  fear  as  Mrs.  Fortescue.  Henry  en- 
deavoured to  rouse  his  spirits,  but  they 
were  depressed  beyond  the  power  to  force 
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them.  The  Viscount  with  extreme  ten- 
derness conjured  his  niece  to  be  careful 
not  to  over  fatigue  herself..  "Remember/' 
said  he,  "  my  dearest  Lucinda,  the  deli- 
cacy of  your  situation  ;  remember  how 
dearly  we  all  love  you,  and  for  our  sakes 
be  more  prudent  than  usual/' 

Mrs.  Fortescue  gratefully  kissed  his 
hand ;  and  with  affected  vivacity  re- 
plied: 

*'  Do  not  fear  for  me,  my  dear  uncle  :  I 
am  getting  quite  strong  to-what  I  was  ;  but 
I  will,  nevertheless,  be  as  careful  of  myself 
as  if  you  were  present.'' 

Sidney  and  his  bride  accompanied  them 
to  the  Marchioness's,  where  Henry  for  a 
while  forgot  his  own  dejection,  as  he  wit- 
nessed that  of  her  amiable  son. 

True  to  her  promise,  Lady  Elvira  plead- 
ed indisposition,  and  remained  at  home. 
Her  sister  and  Lord  Desmond  were  the 
only  two  that  attended  :  the  former  would 
gladly  have  been  excused,  but  she  saw  the 
necessity  that  some  of  her  family  should 
be  present;  and  though  she  trembled  to 
meet  the  tender  reproachful  looks  of  tke 
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Marquis,  yet,  as  usual,  she  sacrificed  her 
own  feelings  to  gratify  the  wishes  of  her 
relations. 

From  Lady  Clementina  Henry  first, 
heard  of  the  rejection  of  Lord  Arlington  ; 
and  to  him,  as  well  as  her  ladyship,  it  ap- 
peared rather  singular,  considering  the 
merits  of  the  unhappy  lover:  but  he  im- 
mediately attributed  it  to  a  preference 
which  he  supposed  Lady  Angeline  to  feel 
for  her  cousin,  who  he  could  not  help 
owninof  deserved  even  the  love  of  such  an 
angelic  little  creature  as  her  ladyship. 

The  indisposition  of  Lady  Elvira  waa 
soon  made  known,  and  the  daughters  of  the 
Duchess  in  particular  lamented  her  ab- 
sence. Sidney  heard  it  from  Lady  Lucy; 
and  as  it  was  impossible  that  one  so  much 
beloved  should  ever  become  wholly  indif- 
ferent, he  felt  a  desire  to  know  if  it  was 
real  or  pretended.  If  the  latter,  which  he 
suspected,  it  was  natural  for  him  to  place 
it  to  her  inability  to  see  with  composure 
liis  lovely  wife.  A  momentary  thoughtful- 
ness   clouded  his  features,  but  the  voice 
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of  Julia  instantly  restored  hi  in  to  him- 
self. 

"  What  a  sweet  girl,''  said  she,  "  is  Lady 
Angeline  De  Courci  !  I  could  listen  for 
ever  to  the  soft  melodious  tones  of  her 
voice.  Oh!  my  beloved  Sidney,  how  de- 
lighted Cecil  and  I  should  be  to  call  her 
our  friend;  and,  do  you  know,  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  such  a  pleasure  is  yet 
in  store  for  us.*' 

'*  I  trust,  my  beloved,"  whispered  Sid- 
ney, "  that  your  store  of  pleasure  will 
never  be  exhausted.  But  see,  my  Julia, 
your  parti^er  comes  to  claim  you." 

Lord  Desmond  now  advanced.  To  his 
great  disappointment  he  had  not  been  able 
to  secure  the  hand  of  Miss  Fortescue  ;  she, 
however,  promised  to  dance  with  him  the 
next  dances,  and  he  fortunately  obtained 
her  friend,  who  not  only  listened  to  his 
affection,  but  gave  him  all  the  consolation 
in  her  power. 

Henry  had  persuaded  Mrs.  Fortescue 
not  to  dance  until  an  exchange  of  partners 
took  place,  when  she  was  engaged  to  Lord 
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Arlington.  With  indescribable  terror,  he 
saw  her  rise  to  join  the  gay  and  healthy 
group,  and  followed  her  with  his  eyes, 
while  the  palpitation  of  his  heart  obliged 
him  to  go  into  the  refreshment-room  for  a 
glass  of  water.  Here  he  was  met  by  Lady 
Clementina  and  Lady  Angeline:  the  for- 
mer had  slightly  sprained  her  foot,  and  de- 
termined to  sit  still  until  it  was  well. 

''  But  it  is  unfa^ir,'*  said  she,  "  that  you 
should  be  deprived  of  the  pleasure  of  danc- 
ing on  my  account :  I  dare  say  Lady  An- 
geline will  have  the  goodness  to  take  my 
place,  until  I  can  dance  with  safety.*' 

Henry  now  felt  obliged  to  solicit  the  fa- 
vour thus  offered  to  him,  and  her  ladyship, 
blushing  and  trembling,  consented,  al- 
though she  had  meant  to  decline  dancing. 
He  felt  her  little  soft  hand  agitated  as  he 
gently  pressed  it  in  his  own. 

''  This  is  a  happiness,"  said  he,,  leading 
her  to  the  ball-room,  ''  that  I  had  not  dared 
to  look  for.  Lady  Clementina  little  ima- 
gines the  supreme  felicity  she  has  obtained 
for  me  ;  but   I  fear  your  politeness  alone 
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has  induced  you  to  honour  me  with  your 
hand.'* 

Lady  Angeline  timidly  raised  her  eyes  : 
the  blush  of  delicacy  tinged  her  expressive 
features:  she  would  have  replied,  but  the 
sudden^  remembrance  of  what  passed  when 
he  so  providentially  rescued  her  sister  in 
the  lane  of  wild  roses  kept  her  silent,  and 
Henry  did  not  construe  it  to  her  disadvan- 
tage. His  sister  and  Sidney  beheld  with 
agreeable  surprise  the  place  of  Lady  Cle- 
mentina filled  by  the  gentle  cousin  of  Lord 
Desmond,  and  Cecil  contrived  to  press 
affectionately  her  hand  as  she  glided  down 
the  dance  in  easy  elegance,  while  Henr}^, 
could  he  have  conquered  his  fears  for  Mrs^ 
Forlescue,  would  have  been  supremely 
happy. 

His  timid  partner  at  length  gained  cou- 
rage to  reply  to  him,  to  raise  her  speaking 
eyes  to  his  face.  He  was  listening  to  the 
sweet  harmony  of  her  voice,  and  felt  the  ma- 
gic of  its  silver  tones  stealing  into  his  heart, 
when  a  confused  murmur  met  his  ears,  and 
he  savy  a  crowd  at  the  bottom  of  the  room. 
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where  Mrs.  Fortescne  had  been  standing. 
Alarmed,  he  flew  to  inquire  the  caus^,  and, 
as  he  had  dreaded,  saw  that  she  had  fainted. 
Ac:itated  bevond  measure,  he  carried  her 
into  the  refreshment-room,  followed  by  his 
sister  and  several  others.  Lady  Angeiine 
was  the  most  composed,  though  not  the 
least  affected  spectator.  She  tenderly  rub- 
bed her  forehead  with  lavender-water,  and 
supported  her  head  on  her  bosom,  while 
Henry  knelt  by  the  side  of  his  insensible 
v/ife,  in  all  the  agonies  of  affectionate 
terror. 

By  degrees  ?vlrs.  Fortescue  recovered, 
and  begged  to  be  taken  home. 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,  my  dear  Henry,'* 
said  she,  "  I  am  only  overpowered  by  the 
heat." 

Then  turnin.^  to  LaJv  Ans^eline,  she 
expressed  her  thanks  for  the  kind  assistance 
she  had  afforded  her,  and  requested  that 
none  but  her  husband  might  accompany  her 
home.  To  fhis,  .however,  they  would  not 
consent ;  and  the  whole  family  quitted 
Lady  Arlington's  witii  the  beloved  in« 
valid, 
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This  circumstance  cast  a  damp  upon  the 
spirits  of  Lady  Angeline  and  her  cousin  for 
the  remainder  of  the  night ;  and  they  re- 
turned to  their  uncle*s  highly  interested 
for  the  daughter-in-law  of  their  ene- 
my, 

Mrs.  Fortescue,  on  her  return  home, 
was  immediately  put  to  bed,  and  Sir  Walter 
sent  for;  but  he  had  little  comfort  to  afford 
her  anxious  relations.  A  constant  succes- 
sion of  fainting  fits  brought  on  a  premature 
labour,  and  Henry  lost  his  infant  and  its 
imprudent  mother  at  the  same  moment. 

The  whole  family  were  plunged  into  the 
sdeepest  affliction  by  this  melancholy  event: 
a  few  hours  had  conv^erted  the  house  of 
joy  into  the  house  of  mourning;  and  Henry, 
who  from  childhood  had  felt  for  his  cousin 
the  tender  affection  of  a  brother,  now  wept 
in  silence  over  her  sudden  and  unexpected 
death.  The  Viscount,  to  whom  she  was 
sacredly  dear,  as  the  only  child  of  a  belov- 
ed brother,  bitterly  deplored  her  loss ;  and 
the  domestics,  who  loved  and  revered  her, 
participated  in  the  grief  of  her  sorrowing 
family. 
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That     unbounded    love    of  dissipation, 
which  at  length  proved  fatal  to  her,  was 
Mrs.  Fortescue's  chief  foible  :  but  this  was 
iiow^  forgotten  by  her  relations.     They  re- 
membered only  her  virtues,  and  steady  af- 
fection for  those  she  was  connected  with. 
Had  she  been  the  chosen  object  of  her  hus- 
band's love,  he  could  scarcely  have  regret- 
ted her  more  truly ;  and  in  calling  to  his 
recollection   her  good   qualities,  and   her 
tender  attachment  to  himself,  Henry  seem- 
ed  unconscious  of  the  difference  in  their 
tastes,  pursuits,  and  dispositions.    The  at- 
tention of  the  whole  family  was  now  di- 
rected to  himself;  and  the  worthy  General 
proposed,  that  as  none  of  them  could  attend 
the  birth-day,  they  should  retire  to  the  ro- 
mantic  privacy  of  his  country-seat.     To 
this  all  willingly   assented;   and    Robarts, 
p   in  deep  mourning,  called  on  hi^  Phcebe,to 
take  leave  of  her.   A  tear  stood  in  her  eyes 
as  she  cast  a  look  on  his  dress. 

"  Dear  Phoebe,'*  said  he,  kissing  it  from 
off  her  cheek,  *'  another  of  the  family  is 
gone  before  us.  Poor  Mrs.  Henry  For- 
tescue,  so  young  and  handsome,  and  the 
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dear  baby  also/'  Here  his  feelings  made 
him  pause.  "  We  are  all  going  to  General 
Aveland*s,"  he  continued:  ''  1  shall  not 
seB  you  again,  Phcebe,  until  we  go  down  to 
the  Abbey, which  will  be  in  Autumn.  You, 
I  suppose,  will  soon  visit  the  Castle.  Alas! 
we  did  not  expect  this  heavy  calamity.*' 

*'  She  is  happy,  1  hope,*'  replied  Phoebe, 
sobbing,  "  happier  than  she  would  have 
been  in  this  world,  where  every  one  must 
have  their  share  of  disappointments.  And 
so  you  are  going,  Robarts,  and  I  shall  not 
see  you  for  several  months?'* 

''  But  I  will  write  to  you  every  week, 
dearest  Phoebe  ;  and,  perhaps,  we  may  go 
sooner  to  the  Abbey,  I  cannot  say  for  a 
certainty:  Mr.  Henry  is  so  partial  to  it, 
that  it  is  not  improbable  but  we  may  go 
there  before  September." 

Phoebe  sighed  heavily. 

"  In  a  fortnight,*'  said  she,  "  we  shall 
remove  to  the  Castle.  The  Earl  and  all 
the  family,  are  now  in  Town.  Ab  !  Ro- 
barts, I  shall  feel  a  great  deal  on  returning 
once  again  to  the  old  Castle,  which  I 
thought  I  should  never  see  again." 
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Robarts  pressed  her  to  his  bosom,  but 
he  was  silent. 

"  I  happened  to  be  in  the  room  when 
my  young  lord  mentioned  the  death  of  poor 
Mrs.  Fortescue.  My  dear  mistress  burst 
into  tears,  and  the  kind-hearted  Lady  An- 
geline,  who  feels  for  everybody's  distress, 
would  have  fallen  on  the  floor,  had  not 
my  lord  saved  her.  Poor  thing,  how 
sadly  she  cried  when  she  recovered  :  one 
would  have  thought  she  had  lost  a  dear 
friend  ;  but  she  is  so  good,  so  considerate, 
that  it  was  not  to  be  wondered  at*  When 
she  was  alone  with  me,  she  flung  her  arms 
round  my  neck,  and  sobbed  aloud  on  my 
bosom. 

"  Oh!  Phoebe,''  said  she,  "  what 
must  her  husband  suffer,  he  was  so  fond 
of  her,  so  attentive  to  her  :  who  now  will 
comfort  him  or  supply  her  place.*' 

"  Ah  !"  replied  Robarts,  wiping  away 
the  sympathetic  tear,  *'  Mr.  Henry  is 
one  of  the  best  of  men;  he  is  just  like 
the  Viscount,  and  he  does  not  possess  a 
fault/' 
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"  Not  one,  Robarts  ?**  said  she,  looking 
in  his  face.  ' 

^'  I  know  what  you  mean,  Phoebe,  but 
he  could  not  act  otherwise.** 

Phoebe  shook  her  head.  *'  Alas  !  more 
I  fear  will  suffer  from  the  Viscount's  in- 
flexibility than  my  dear  mistress.'* 

As  this  was  a  subject  on  which  Robarts 
never  liked  to  dwell,  he  changed  it  to 
their  own  affairs,  and  after  repeatedly  em- 
bracing Phoebe,  and  again  promising  to 
>vrite  every  week,  he  unwillingly  took 
leave  of  her,  and  returned  to  the  house  of 
sorrow. 

Lady  Angeline  was  indeed  sensibly  af- 
fected by  the  death  of  Mrs.  Fortescue  : 
she  strove  to  hide  her  distress  before  her 
uncle  and  the  rest  of  the  family,  but  when 
alone  with  Lady  Mary  De  Courci  she 
gave  a  loose  to  her  tears.  In  the  amiable 
wife  of  Lord  Reginald  she  found  an  en- 
lightened and  entertaining  companion,  a^ 
gentle  and  affectionate  friend;  and  so  warm 
and  steady  was  the  love  which  Lady  M»ary 
#ntertained  for  this  truly  interesting  girl, 
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that  the  sister  of  Lady  Elvira  had  scarce 
^    a  thought  which  she  concealed  from  her 
grateful  cousin. 

On  the  birth-day  Lord  Reginald  and  his 
wife    were   presented;  but   how    changed 
were  the  feelings  of  the  lovely  sisters  who 
accompanied  them  since  the  time  of  their 
own    presentation  !     Lady  Elvira   was,  as 
usual,  conspicuous  for  her  beauty,  but  her 
perfect  face  wore  an   air  of  happiness  very 
foreign    to    her    heart,     while   her    sister 
pensively  cast  her  eyes  round  the  drawing- 
,  room,  yet  felt  conscious  that  no  one  was 
there  whom  she  wished  to  behold.     The 
Duchess  and  her  daughters  were  sensibly 
affected  by  the  melancholy  death  of  their 
.young  friend,  nor  could   they  mention  her 
^untimely    fate    without    shedding  to  her 
memory  the    tear  of  affectionate  remem- 
brance. 

"  Poor  Harry  Fortescue  !"  exclaimed 
Lady  Clemeutina :  "  he  has  so  kind,  so 
tender  a  heart,  that  I  am  confident  he 
will  not  easily  recover  from  the  dreadful 
shock   he   has   experienced."     She  could 

VOL.    III.  c, 
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say  no  more,  as  the  Duke  of  Auburn  was 
at  her  side. 

Lady  Angeline,  uneasy  and  low-spirited, 
saw  Lord  ArHngton  advance  :  he  begged  to 
have  the  honour  of  handing  her  to  her  car- 
riage: scarcely  knowing  what  she  said,  she 
consented,  at  the  same  instant,  the  Earl, 
with  his  son  and  daughter,  and  Lord  Des- 
mond, came  up  to  ihem  :  the  latter  imme- 
diately took  the  offered  hand  of  the  Mar- 
quis, and  presented  him  with  pleasure  to 
Lord  Reginald,  while  the  Earl  pressed 
him  so  strongly  to  return  and  dine  with 
him,  that  his  lordship,  unable  to  re- 
fuse, accompanied  them  to  Grosvenor- 
square. 

Lady  Angeline  hastily  retired  to  her 
chamber,  followed  by  Lady  Mary.  She 
unclasped  the  brilliant  ornaments  from  her 
person  :  they  were  the  same  she  had  worn 
on  the  day  when  Mrs.  Fortescue  had  been 
presented  on  her  marriage.  The  idea  of 
what  she  now  was,  and  the  deep  sor-j 
row  in  which  her  family  were  plunged, 
called  forth  the  tears  of  friendly  sympathy. 
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*^  Oh  !  my  dear  Mary,'*  said  she,  casting 
aside  her  costly  dress,  "  I  am  but  ill  cal- 
culated to  do  honour  to  the  splendour  of  a 
court :  my  station  is  in  cialm  domestic  life  : 
I  never  again  wish  to  go  through  the  busy 
scene  of  to-day.  .  Already  have  I  passed 
one  winter  in  Town,  and  should  rejoice 
were  it  possible  for  me  to  escape  the  bus- 
tle of  another." 

"  And  yet,    beloved  Angeline,'*  replied 
her  cousin,  "  I  have  not  seen  any  one  that 
better  became  the  rank  you  were  born  to 
adorn.     I   tbouglit  1    should   have  fainted 
several  times,    but   the  cheerms:  looks  oi" 
the  Earl  and  my  Reginald  inspired  me  with 
courage   not  to   wholly  discTace  them.     1 
am  also  greatly  indebted  to  tlie  kindness  of 
-.the  Duchess  of  Aimhigh  and  her  lovely 
daughters,  who  were  particularly  attentive 
to  me,  and  must   call  on  them  to-morrow 
and  thank  them.     But  now,  Angeline,  you 
are  disrobed,  you  can  come  with  me  while 
I   divest    myself   of    this    uncomfortable 
attire.'' 

Lady  Angeline   willingly   followed  her- 
G  2 
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friend  to  her  dressing-room,  and  endea- 
voured to  force  her  enfeebled  spirits  before 
she  met  the  pensive  looks  of  the  Marquis. 
Lord  Reginald  tapped  at  the  door,  and 
begged  to  be  admitted.  Tenderly  embra- 
cing his  wife,  he  complimented  her  upon 
her  good  looks.  "  M}^  father,**  said  he, 
"  is  quite  delighted  with  you,  and  declares 
that  he  is  perfectly  satisfied  with  your  re- 
ception into  the  fashionable  world.  I  re- 
joice to  see  him  so  well  pleased  :  but  our 
happiness,  my  dearest  Mary,  thank  heaven, 
does  not  depend  upon  the  smiles  of  the 
beau  monde.  It  is  centered  in  ourselves. 
Is  it  not,  my  Mary  ?*' 

A  tear  of  grateful  pleasure  trembled  in 
her  eye  as  she  returned  his  embrace.  '*  If,*' 
said  he,  casting  a  look  of  unutterable  fond- 
ness at  the  no  longer  slender  form  of  his 
wife,  "  my  dear  Mary  should  bless  me 
with  a  little  daughter,  we  will  Call  it 
Angeline  after  our  inestimable  cousin, 
as  a  small  mark  of  our  grateful  affec- 
tion. 

Lady  Mary  blushed  deeply.     *'  It  is  the 
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first  wish  of  my  heart,"  said  she,  *'  to 
call  a  child  of  mine  after  one,  whomj 
next  to  my  Reginaldj  I  love  and  es- 
teem.'* 

Lady  Angeline  pressed  both  their  hands 
as  they  led  her  into  the  dining-parlour  ., 
she  whispered  to  Lord  Desmond  a  request, 
that  he  would  contrive  for  her  not  to  sit  by 
the    Marquis. 

His  lordship  smiled,  and  was  going 
to  place  himself  next  to  her,  but  the 
Earl  desired  the  Marquis  to  take  his 
seat. 

''  Robert,**  said  his  uncle,  with  an  arch, 
smile,  '*  you   must  not  always   expect  the 
happiness  of  attaching   Angehne   to  your- 
self.    The   Marquis  has  a  superior  cjaim, 
to  which  I  beg  you  will  yield. '^ 

Lord  Desmond  bowed,  and  placed  him- 
self opposite  his  trembling  favourite, 
while  his  mother  every  now  and  then 
cast  an  -  affectionate  glance  on  them 
both. 

Lord  De  Courci  noticed  the  absence 
of  the   Fortescue  family  from    Court,  and 
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expressed  his  concern  at  the  melancholy^ 
occasion  of  it. 

The  Marquis  instantly  took  the  oppor- 
tunity of  warmly  extolling  the  children- 
of  the  Viscount,  and  concluded  JDy  say- 
ing, that  he  had  long  feared  Mrs.  For- 
tescue  would  fall  a  sacrifice  to  her  love 
of  pleasure. 

"  The  Viscount/'  replied  the  Earl, 
**  has  sworn  himself  the  enemy  of  my 
house.  For  myself,  I  can  truly  affirm, 
that  I  hear  him  no  ^nmiosity;  but  this, 
iTjy  lord,  is  between  ourselves.  I  wouid 
not  have  him  suppose  that  the  dignity  of 
my  family  was  less  detir  to  me  than  his 
own  is  to  vhimself.  I  rather  pity  than 
condemn  him,  and  can  feel  for  the  dis- 
tress he  is  now  suffering.''  Lady  An- 
gelina raised  her  tearful  eyes  to  the  face 
of  her  uncle,  then  blushing,  cast  them  On 
her  plate.  ,  , 

The  Marquis  offered  her  some  fine 
strawberries,  which  he  had  selected  for 
her:   she  hesitated. 

"  Do  not  refuse  ail  my  offers/*  said  he. 
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in  a  low  voice  ;  *'  receive  them  from  a 
friend,  whose  pride  and  glory  it  will  be 
to  be  esteemed  as  such  by  Lady  An- 
geline.*' 

Her   ladyship   immediately   took    them^ 
and  replied  in  a  faint  voice:    '*  As  a  friend, 
my  lord,  you  will  always  be  dear  to  me,  and 
in  that  light  I  accept  of  them.*'     The  Mar- 
quis sighed  deeply,  and  the  Earl,  who  was 
not    acquainted    with   his   passion,   deter-- 
mined   to    take    an    early   opportunity   of 
speaking  to  his  niece  on  the  subject.     He 
invited    him    to  pass    the  summer  at   De 
Courci    Castle,  but  Lord   Arlington  deli- 
cately declined    the  intended   kindness  of 
the   Earl,  too  generous   to  distress  by  his 
presence  the  woman  w^ho  had  rejected  the 
offer  of  his  hand. 

A  few  mornings  after  the  birth-day, 
Lord  De  Coiirci  requested  his  niece,  who 
was  quitting  the  breakfast-table,  to  grant 
him  a  ^2w  moments  private  conversation  ; 
when,  taking  her  hand,  he  tenderly  inquired 
if  she  seriously  meant  to  decline  so  advan- 
tageous an  offer  as  that  of  Lord  Arlington. 
Sl>e  replied  in  the  affirmative, 
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''  My  diearest  Angeline/'  said  he,  '"  1 
wish  not  to  use  any  authority  in  so  deli- 
cate an  affair,  but  permit  nie  to  advise 
you  as  a  father  and  a  frieiid.  You  may 
not  easily  meet  with  so  eligible  »^>  match, 
or  so  unexceptionable  a  man.  What  pos- 
sible objection  can  you  have  to  the  Mar- 
quis of  Arlington  ?'* 

"  My  dear  uncle,'*  modestly  replied 
Lady  Angeline,  "  you  cannot  esteem 
Lord  Arlington  more  than  I  do  :  but  es- 
teem alone  is  a  cold  sentiment  for  a  wife 
to  entertain.  Highly  as  I  respect  the 
Marquis,  I  am  confident  that  I  shall  never 
be  able  to  feel  for  him  that  affection  whiqh 
my  heart  tells  me  is  the  right  of,  a  hus- 
band. _  1  am  greatly  surprised,  however, 
7that  as  my  determination  was  known  to 
him,  he  should  have  requested  you  to  be- 
come his  advocate.*' 

"  You  wrong  the  Marquis,*'  said  Lord 
De  Courci  warmly;  '^  he  knows  not  of 
this  conversation  ;  and  I  believe  his  only 
reason  for  refusing  to  spend  his  summer 
at  the  Castle  is  the  dread  of  displeasing 
you  by  his  presence.     I  repeat  again,  that 
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I  would  not  force  your  inclinations  ;  but 
really,  Angeline,  a  girl  of  your  sense  and 
discernment  ought  to  discard  sucfi  ro-- 
niantic  notions  as  those,  which  alone  can 
induce  you  to  refuse  Lord  Arlington. 
Elvira  was  more  sensible  of  her  own  good 
than  you  appear  to  be.  However,  much 
as  1  should  rejoice  at  seeing  you  so  well 
established  in  life,  as  you  would  be  if 
Marchioness  of  Arlington,  yet  1  leave  you 
free  to  act  as  you  please.  Forgive  me  for 
saying  that  1  had  expected  from  the  reflec- 
tive Angeline  some  more  solid  reason  for 
her  conduct/* 

.  In  saying  this,  he  quitted  her  in  evident 
dissatisfaction. 

Beloved  by  all  her  relations,  yet  Lady 
Mary  and  her  husband  were  the  only  two- 
who  did  not  secretly  think  her  to  blame, 
and  poor  Lady  Angeline  read  in  the  coun- 
tenances of  her  family  the  reproaches  they 
chose  not  to  utter.  Lord  Desmond  felt  so 
keenly  the  bitter  distress  of  his  friend, 
that  even  his  ever  affectionate  features 
reproved  her  for  her  coldness  to  the  amia- 

G  5 
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ble  Marquis,  and  she  alone  found  sympa- 
thy and  consolation  in  the  tenderness  of 
Lady  Mary. 

It  was  now  the  middle  of  June,  and  the 
Earl  was  ready  to  quit  London  ?  they  had 
taken  leave  of  the  friendly  Duchess  and  her 
daughters,  and  promised  to  correspond  with 
the  latter,  who  were  on  the  eve  of  setting 
out  for  Scotland,  whither  Lord  Arlington 
had  been  prevailed  on  to  accompany  them : 
though,  had  Lady  Clementina  been  con- 
Suited,  she  would  have  proposed  to  stay  in 
England,  which  contained  a  melancholy 
widower,  far  dearer  to  her  heart  than  all 
the  Dukes  in  the  world. 

Lady  Angeline  passed  the  whole  of  th;e 
day  previous  to  her  departure  with  her  sis- 
ter, whose  prudent  conduct  of  late  gave 
her  every  reason  to  hope  she  would  yet 
prove  deserving  the  affection  of  Mr.  Wrot- 
tesley. 

"  Dearest  Angeline,"  said  she,  "allow 
me  some  merit  for  my  voluntary  banish- 
ment from  you  and  my  :family.  I  shall 
remain  at  Dorrington  Park  all  the  summer. 
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Do  not  forget  me,  my  sister,  for  when  next 
we  meet  I  hope  to  be  more  worthy  of  yoUr 
Jove  and  confidence/'  - 

**  My  dearest  Elvira,"  replied  Lady 
Angeline,  "  persevere  in  your  resolutions, 
and  you  will  then  be  all  I  could  wish 
you.  Oh  !  my  beloved  sister,  yau  know 
not  what  I  shall  suffer  in  revisiting  the 
scenes  of  our  happy  childhood,  without  the 
dear  companion  of  all  my  pleasures,  all  my 
pains." 

She  clasped  her  arms  round  the  neck  of 
her  sister,  who,  greatly  affected,  wept  as  she 
returned  her  embrace. 

"  Yet,  dear  Elvira,  I  yield  to  this  neces- 
,  saiy  separation  with  some  little  comfort, 
since  I  trust  that  it  will  ensure  your  future 
felicity ;  and  when  we  all  meet  in  the  win- 
ter, my  Elvira  will  have  forgotten  every 
thing  that  can  give  her  a  moments  uneasi- 
ness." 

"  I  shall  have  you  always  in  my  mind," 
said  Lady  Elvira  ;  "  and  the  idea  of  your 
virtues,  and  purity  of  heart,  will  incite  me 
to  imitate  so  bright  an  example.     My  prin- 
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cipal  solace  in  my  banishment  will  be  your 
letters,  my  dear  Angeline;  they  will  indeed 
be  necessary  to  my  repose/* 

Lady  Angeline  promised  to  write  con- 
stantly, and  amuse  her  with  all  that  passed 
at  the  Castle  ;  yet  Lady  Elvira  could  not 
see  her  depart  without  tears  of  the  deepest 
concern;  and  Mr.  Wrottesley,  to  whom  she 
was  particularly  dear,  took  leave  of  her 
"with  a  regret  which  was  highly  flattering  to 
her  feelings. 

The  cottage  of  Mrs.  Bloomfield  was  not 
forgotten.  Bessy  had  been  sent  to  pass^ 
a  week  with  her  mother,  and  Lady  Ange- 
line with  Lady  Mary  made  it  a  morning's 
ride  to  fetch  her;  and  to  distribute  more 
favours  on  the  grateful  family.  1  he  mo- 
ment little  Harry  beheld  her  ladyship  he 
flew  to  her  open  arm&,  and  by  his  innocent 
prattle  and  caresses  for  awhile  engrossed 
allher  attention. 

"  J  know. all  my  letters,'^  said  he,  "  and 
1  can  spell  your  name,  for  I  am  always 
saying  it  over  to  myself ;  and  I  am  so  glad 
and  so  happy  now.   I  shall  be  able  to  read. 
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soon,  and  to  learn  some  pretty  hynrins 
against  I  see  you  again.  If  it  was  not  for 
mammy  1  would  beg  your  ladyship  to  take 
me  with. you,  for,- indeed,  1  love  you  very 
dearly,  and    rnammy  says  I  ought,  and  so 

f  said  the  gentleman  that  came  with  the  lady 
sister  Peggy  lives  with;  Do  you  know,, 
after  you  were  gone  away  that  day  I  bought 

r ,  mammy's  gown,  he  said  that  you  were  an 
angel.  Was  that  it,  mammy,  the  gentleman 
called  Lady  Angelfne  ?'* 

'*  Yes,  my  dear,*'  replied  the  grateful 
mother,  "and  I  am  sure  we  have  reason  to 
call  your  ladyship  so,  for  you  and  Miss 
Fortescue  have  been  the  means  of  making 
Sflad  the  hearts  of  the  widow  and  the  fa- 
therless.  Oh!  1  hope  in  God  that  your 
ladyship  will  never  know  a  moment's  sor- 
row, and  1  trust  that  Bessy  will  do  her 
best  to  be  useful  to  your  ladyship,  and  obe- 
dient to  Mrs.  Meynel,^  who  has  already 
taken  great  pains  with  her." 

LadyAngeline,  who  had  blushed  deeply 
at  the  praise  of  Henry  Fortescue^  now 
ventured  to  raise  her   head,  and  express 
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ile^ satisfaction  of  BeSvSy's  conduct ;  she 
also  requested  that  every  attention  might 
be  paid  to  Harry  to  forward  him  in  his  read- 
ing, and  left  with  his  mother  a  present  for 
his  school-mistress,  as  an  inducement  for 
her  to  be  more  than  usually  assiduous. 
Lady  Mary  had  observed  the  warm  glow 
which  overspread  the  features  of  her  be- 
loved cousin  at  the  mention  of  Mrs.  For- 
tescue's  name,  and  the  rejection  of  the 
Marquis  w^as  no  longer  a  circumstance 
which  surprised  her.  She,  however,  for- 
bore to  notice  it,  even  to  her  husband  ;  but 
it  occurred  to  her  that  the  child  thus  adopt- 
ed was  not  the  less  dear  to  Lady  Angeline 
because  he  bore  the  same  name  as  the 
youngest  son  of  the  A^iscount.  .3,: 

That  son,  whose  name  had,  indeed,^  first 
attached  the  child  of  Mrs.  Bloomfield  to 
Lady  Angeline  DeCourci,  was  now  lament- 
ing in  secret  the  untimely  fate  of  his  unfor- 
tunate wife.  The  hospitality  of  General 
Aveland,  the  unremitted  attention,  and  ten- 
der affection  of  his  family,  was  sensibly  felt 
by  Henry;  and  in  endeavouring  to  repay  their 
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kindness  by  an  appearance  of  tranquillity,  he 
insensibly  became  more  composed  and  re- 
signed to  the  loss  they  had  mutually  sus« 
tained.  Cecil  heard  with  a  throb  of  delight, 
which  she  could  not  conceal,  his  proposal 
to  return  to  the  Abbey,  The  Viscount, 
who  feared  lest  the  retirement  of  the  place 
should  increase  the  melancholy  reflections 
of  his  son,  thought  it  more  advisable  for 
them  to  pass  a  month  or  two  at  the  sea 
side ;  and  Henry,  who  always  yielded  to 
the  wishes  of  his  father,  even  in  opposi- 
tion to  his  own  private  inclinations,  now 
consented  to  the  heavy  disappointment  of 
his  sister,  wh(>  sighed  as  she  listened  to 
the  arrangements  made  by  her  father  and 
t^e  General  for  the  departure  of  the  two 
families  immediately  for  Cheltenham  ;  ar- 
rangements which  would  prevent  their  re- 
turning to  the  Abbey  until  the  beginning 
of  September. 

She  retired  pensively  to  her  chamber, 
while  the  tears  of  mortified  hope  bedewed 
her  cheeks.  The  ring  of  Lord  Desmond, 
enclosed  in  a  gold  heart,  she  wore  con- 
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stantly  in  her  bosom  :  it  was  now  drawn 
from  its  snowy  recess,  and  pressed  tender- 
ly to  her  lips.  The  opening  of  the  door 
alarmed  her,  and  she  was  hastily  secreting 
it,  when  she  beheld  her  sister  advanc- 
ing. 

''  My  dearest  Cecil/'  said  the  wife  of 
Sidney,  "I  fear  this  journey  to  Chelten-, 
ham  has  discomposed  you.  Ah  !  my  sweet 
friend,  how  enraptured  would  Desmond 
feel,  could  he  but  suppose  that  your  tears 
flowed^ for  him.  Have  I  not  guessed  right, 
my  Cecil,  are  you  not  disappointed  that  we 
do  not  proceed  to  the  Abbey  ?'V 

"I  confess  that  is  the  cause  of  my  un- 
easiness," replied  Miss  Fortescue  ;  V'  and 
yet,  Julia,  weie  I  there,  what  hopes  could  I 
dare  cherish  of  being  able  to  see-or  converse 
with  my  dear  Robert?  I  would  not  for 
the  world  give  my  father  the  pain  of  sup- 
posing that  I  could  act  contrary  to  hi» 
wishes,  and  yet  my  heart,  since  I  left  the 
Lodge,  pleads  so  strongly  for  the  son  of 
Lady  Emma,  that  all  I  can  do,  should 
our   attachment  be  discovered,   is  to  pro- 
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mise  never  to   marry    against    ray  father' ^^ 
.    consent.     I  cannot  any  longer  deny   that 
Desnriond   is  to  me,    as  his   mother  once 
was  to  the  Viscount." 

"  It  is  that  love  which  I  am  confident  is 
not  yet  extinguished  in  the  bosom  of  Lord 
Fortescue/'  replied  her  friend,  *'  that  gives 
me  liope,  that  enables  me  to  sooth  and  con- 
sole my  dear  Cecil  and  her  lover.  The 
Viscount  could  not  resist  a  personal  appli- 
cation from  the  son  of  one  so  justly,  so 
tenderly  beloved;  his  animosity  would 
yield  to  the  feelings  of  parental  afTec'lion, 
and  the  still  cherished  remembrance  of 
I^ady  Emma.  I  feel  assured,  my  dear  sis- 
ter, that  Lord  Desmond  could  not  suppli- 
cate in  vain:  without  this  conviction  it 
would  be  barbarous  in  me  to  encourage 
your  mutual  fondness.  Once,  my  dear 
Cecil,  I  joyfully  listened  to  your  presenti- 
ments in  my  favour,  put  th^  same  confi- 
dence now  in  mine/' 

Mi  ss  Forte scue  smiled  sweetly  on  her 
sister,  as  she  said,  ''  I  will  trust  to  your 
forebodings,  my  dear  Julia,  and  hope  that 
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my  revered  father  may  yet  live  to  renew  his 
friendship  with  the  family  of  the  late  imprii- 
deht  Earl.   Like  Henry,  I  am  attached  to  the 
seat  of  my  ancestors,  and  setting  aside  all 
private  feelings,    shall  rejoice  to  be  once 
more   amidst  its  venerable  solitude.     My 
sister  you  know  greatly  disliked  that  retire- 
ment which  renders  it  so  pleasing   to  my 
brother  and  myself.     Had  she   been    the 
object  of  Henry's  own   choice,  instead  of 
that  of  my    family,    I    should    dread    his 
return  to  a  place  which  she  had  so  lately 
inhabited  ;  for  I  am   certain    so    romantic 
Hvould  then   have  been    the   ardour  of  his 
attachment,  that  every  thing  which  she  had 
touched   would   become    hallowed  in    his 
eyes. 

*'  Poor  Lucinda  was  always  regarded 
by  Henry  as  a  sister,  as  such  alone  he 
loved  her  ;  and  in  yielding  to  the  wishes 
of  my  father  and  uncle,  he  obeyed  their 
will,  not  his  own  inclinations.  It  is  some 
comfort,  however,  to  know  that  his  wife 
Dever  supposed  any  otherwise  than  that 
*  Henry's    heart    perfectly  beat    in    unison 
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with  her  own.  Few  men  have  acted  wUh 
such  consistent  tenderness,  even  lo  the 
idols  of  their  first  affections,  as  my  brother 
did  to  Lucinda/* 

The  mention  of  the  late  Mrs.  Fortescue 
drew  tears  from  them  both. 

"  I  shall  ever  regret  her  untimely  fate,** 
said  the  wife  of  Sidney,  "  although  I  agree 
with  vou,  mVvdear  Cecil,  that  she  was  not 
the  woniai}  calculated  to  make  Henry 
happy ;  yet,  had  she  lived,  her  love  for  him 
was  so  tender,  that  it  might  in  time  have 
made  her  ail  he  could  wish.'* 

"  Alas  '.*'  replied  Miss  Fortescue,  ''strong 
as  was  her  love  for  my  brother,  yet  she  had 
imbibed  from  infancy  such  a  thirst  for  the 
dissipations  of  a  Town  life,  that  I  do  not 
imagine  it  would  have  been  possible  to 
make  her  pass  any  part  of  her  time  in  that 
retirement  so  dear  to  her 'husband.  The 
real  concern  which  Henry  manifests  does 
honour  to  his  principles  and  his  heart,  nor 
do  I  think  he  will  be  likely  to  enter  again 
the  marriage  state.  I  know  but  one  wo- 
man who  would  tempt  him  a  second  time,  to 
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become  a* husband,  and  she,  1  suspect,  is 
the  daughter  of  my  father's  enemy." 

"  You  amaze  me,"  exclaimed  her  friend : 
'•  is  it  possible  that  you  mean  the  interest- 
ing sister  of  the  perfidious  Lady  Elvira  ?** 

''  I  do,"  replied  Cecil.  "  To  you  alone, 
my  Julia,  have  I  ventured  to  breathe  my 
suspicions.  Before  Henry  was  married, 
you  know  he  spent  a  few  weeks  at  the 
Abbey,  where  he  first  beheld  Lady  Ange- 
line  De  Courci.  Singular's  it  may  ap- 
pear, I  gatheTed  from  a  few  expressions 
which  he  uttered  in  Confidence  tame,  that 
his  heart  instantly  acknowledged  that,  had 
it  been  free,  it  would  have  owned  her  alone 
for  its  mistress.  His  engagements  to  my 
cousin  checked  the  momentary  feeling,  but 
I  am  confident  that  she  is  alone  the  beirfgr 
capuble  of  bestowing  happiness  on  my 
brother." 

"Much  as   1  should  grieve  to  seethe 
place    of    my    lost    friend    occupied    by 
another,"  said  Julia,  "yet  I  confess  Lady 
.Angeline  seems  worthy  of  it." 

"My   brother's    filial    piety,"    replied 
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^liss  Fortescue,  "  will  as  usual  govern  all 
his  actions  :  even  in  the  tender  sentiments 
of  his  soul.  Henry  will  always  be  my 
superior.  He  would  not  allow  his  pas- 
sion to  get  the  master  over  his  duty." 

The  amiable  wife  of  Sidney  was  going 
to  reply,  but  the  voice  of  her  husband  in- 
quiring for  her  called  her  from  the  cham- 
ber of  Miss  Fortescue,  who,  again  taking 
out  of  her  bosom  the  precious  gift  of  her 
absent  lover,  inwardly  vowed  to  prove  true 
to  its  motto. 

*'  Though  never  destined  to  be  thine, 
adored  Desmond,'*  sighed  she,  "  yet  the 
chosen  of  thy  heart  will  prove  constant 
until  death.*' 

Then  again  returning  it  to  its  pure 
abode,  she  recollected  the  pleasing  words 
of  her  sister,  and  prepared  for  Cheltenham 
with  more  composure,  hoping  that  in  Sep- 
tember she  should  see  her  lover,  and  at 
least,  enjoy  the  rapture  of  hearing  him 
once  more  renew  his  vows  of  fidelity. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


The  emotions  of  Lady  Desmond  be- 
came visible  to  all  her  family,  as  the  car- 
ridge  approached  De  Courci  Castle.  With 
extreme  difficulty  she  kept  herself  from 
fainting  as  it  drove  up  the  long  avenue, of 
walnut  trees,  and  as  it  stopped  she  caught 
hold  of  Lady  Angel ine's  hand,  who  had 
anxiously  watched  the  changes  of  her 
countenance. 

The  Earl  and  Lord  Desmond  supported 
her  into  the  hall,  lined  on  each  side  by  the 
domestics  in  their  state  liveries,  and  where 
the  venerable  Lady  Dorothea  Archdale, 
accompanied  by  Mrs.  Selby,  waited  to  re- 
ceive them. 

Faint  and  trembling,  Lady  Desmond  re- 
turrred  the  salute  of  her  ladyship,  and  the 
faithful   servants,   who  had  not  seen    her 
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since  she  was  a  girl,  while  her  brother  with 
proud  exultation  welcomed  his  only  son 
to  the  rich  inheritance  of  his  ancestors, 
and  embracing  his  daughter-in-law  affec- 
tionately, said  with  a  smile  of  delight : 

"  Once  more  I  enter  the  noble  mansion 
of  my  forefathers,  with  the  hope  of  seeing 
my  son  revive  all  its  ancient  honours  and 
magnificence,  and  the  still  dearer  hope  of 
shortly  witnessing  the  birth  of  one,  who 
I  trust  will,  as  well  as  his  father,  make  this 
his  principal  residence.  My  dear  Emma 
will  then  participate  in  the  general  joy,  and 
this  long  neglected  seat  again  resound 
with  all  its  former  hospitality  and  merri- 
ment.*' 

*'  My  dear  brother,'*  faintly  replied  Lady 
Desmond,  *'  cannot  doubt  of  my  rejoicing 
at  an  event  which  will  afford  him  so  much 
pleasure.  Lady  Dorothea,  and  all  the  be- 
loved beings  now  present;  will  I  hope  ex- 
cuse me  if  f  retire,-  as  fatigue  has  rendered 
me  unfit  at  present  for  any  thing  but 
repose. 

Lady  Angeiine  iScvv  to  give  hev  arm  to 
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her  trembling  aunt,  and  Phoebe  was  sum- 
moned to  attend  her  mistress. 

"  Return,  my  sweet  girl,"  said  her  lad}^- 
ship,  "  return  to  the  happy  circle  below, 
whose  hearts  are  filled  alone  with  rapture 
and  blissful  hope  of  increasing  happiness. 
Leave  me,  dear  Angeline  :  to-morrow  I 
h  all  join  the  family  as  usual.'* 

Silently  Lady  Angeline  obeyed,  but  not 
before  she  had  beqn  pressed  to  the  throb- 
bing bosom  of  her  aunt,  whose  fortitude 
vanished  as  she  heard  the  retreating  steps 
of  her  favourite.  Convulsively  she  threw 
herself  into  the  arms  of  Phoebe,  whose 
tears  and  sobs  alone  restored  her  to  re- 
collection. 

Casting  a  glance  of  inquiry  round  the 
apartment,  and  then  on  her  sympathizing 
attendant;  she  said,  ''  Am  I  awake,  Phcebe, 
or  do  I  dream  ?  Have  three  and-twenty 
years  ejapsed,  and  am  I  again  become  an  in- 
habitant of  these  rooms  ?  Do  I  again  behold 
the  once  loved  Castle  of  my  ancestors? 
Do  I  again  inhale-my  native  air  ?  Ah  !  my 
worthy  "friend,  my  partner  in  affliction,  do 
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I  indeed  witness  the  scenes  of  my  child- 
hood, of  all  m}^  fondest  hopes,  my  hap- 
piest years,  and  yet  live  to  feel  them  va- 
nished like  a  blissful  dream  ?*' 

"  Phoebe,''  she  continued,  "  I  am  not 
so  fatigued  but  I  can  yet  exert  myself  to 
visit  a  spot  once  my  favourite  retreat. 
Come  with  me,  my  kind  creature,  down 
the  back  stairs  :  to-night  let  me  unob- 
served indulge  a  weakness  which  I  will 
henceforward  endeavour  to  conquer.** 

Phoebe  in  silence  accompanied  her  mis- 
tress, who,  leaning  on  her  arm,  with  trem- 
bling impatience  softly  crept  down  the 
back  stairs  into  the  garden. 

AH  the  domestics  were  too  busily  em- 
ployed to  interrupt  her  intention  by  their 
presence  :  joy  possessed  every  heart  but 
her's  and  her  faithful  Phoebe's.  Love  and 
hope  filled  the  bosom  of  her  son,  and  even 
the  gentle  Angeline  rejoiced  to  embrace 
lier  lovely  aunt  and  her  amiable  instruc- 
tress. 

With  hurried  steps,  Lady  Desmond  has 
tened  towards  the  root-house,  yet  paused 
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every  now  and  then,  to  cast  a  look  of  fond 
remembrance  on  some  well-known  tree  or 
shrub,  which  brought  to  her  mind  the 
image  of  one  long  lost,  yet  still  beloved. 

The  root-house  appeared  :  it  was  in  the 
same  state  as  when  the  sisters  left  it ; 
some  of  their  drawings  decorated  its  walls, 
and  a  few  books  were  still  remaining  in  a 
recess. 

Lady  Desmond  darted  into  it,  and  flung 
herself  upon  a  seat :  she  gazed  wildly 
around,  then  clasping  her  hands,  and 
raising  her  streaming  eyes  to  heaven,  she 
faintly  exclaimed  : 

**  God  of  Mercy  !  pardon  the  weakness 
of  my  heart.  Oh !  Henry,  though  de- 
serted and  abandoned  by  thee,  yet  my 
present  emotions  on  once  again  revisiting 
the  spot  so  dear  to  us  both  still  proclaims 
my  undying  affection,  my  undiminished 
love.  Years  have  passed  away  since  last 
we  met.  It  was  here  we  embraced  on  that 
fatal  night  of  our  eternal  separation;  it  was 
here  1  too  justly  disclosed  my  prophetic 
fears  :  it  was  here  you  clasped  me  to  your 
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heart  for  the  last  time;  it  is  here  I  come  to 
breathe  mv  last/' 

Phoebe  uttered  a  scream  of  terror  as  her 
mistress  sunk  senseless  in  her  arms. 

"  Oh  !  my  dear,  dear  lady/'  said  she, 
^'  you  will  kill  your  poor  Phoebe;  she  can- 
not live  without  you.  What  is  all  the 
world  to  me,  if  my  beloved  mistress  is 
taken  from  me?'* 

The  breeze  which  blew  from  the  lake 
revived  Lady  Desmond  :  a  deep  sigh,  and 
then  a  burst  of  tears,  relieved  her. 

"  Thank  God  !  thank  God  !  I  see  you 
weep  ;  it  will  restore  you,  my  dearest  lady, 
and  your  Phoebe's  prayers  are  heard. 
Oh  !  I  could  not  indeed  live  without  your 
ladyship,/' 

Lady  Desmond  gave  her  a  look  which 
repaid  her  for  all  her  fears,  ail  her  trou- 
bles. 

"  My  iriend,  my  faithful  friend,"  said 
her  ladyship,  rising  and  taking  her  arm, 
'''  1  will  not  be  ashamed  to  learn  heroism 
from  my  affectionate  Phoebe.  V/orthy 
noble  creature,  that  has  gener6usly  sacn- 
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ficed  for  me  all  her  own  private  feelings. 
Never,  Phcebe,  can  I  repay  your  attach- 
ment. But  let  me  once  more  veiw  the 
lake.  Ah  !  it  is  still  the  same  as  vi^hen  I 
used  to  sail  upon  its  clear  and  beautiful 
surface  with  one  now  dead  to  me." 

Phoebe's  tears  again  flowed  with  those 
of  her  mistress,  for  she  also  had  enjoyed 
many  happy  hours  on  the  lake  with 
Robarts. 

They  now  passed  slowly  onwards,  and 
the  bright  lustre  of  the  rising  moon  enabled 
them  to  see  plainly  the  white  spires  of 
Fortescue  Abbey.  The  whole  was  now 
discernible. 

Again  they  paused,  again  Lady  Des- 
mond was  convulsed  with  agony.  At 
length  she  turned  from  the  contemplation 
of  a  place  which  once  she  viewed  with 
the  most  blissful  emotions. 

The  destruction  of  the  bridge  she  attri- 
buted to  time,  and  hastened  over  the  lawn 
with  a  shudder  of  horror,  as  she  remem- 
bered the  painful  circumstance  which  had 
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soiled  its  verdant  turf  with  her  brother's 
blood. 

Undiscovered,  they  returned  to  the  apart- 
ments belonging  to  Lady  Desmond,  who, 
completely  exhausted,  retired  to  rest,  her 
faithful  Phoebe  occupying  a  small  cham- 
ber next  to  that  of  her  adored  mistress. 

Sleep  soon  closed  the  tearful  eyes  of  her 
ladyship,  who,  though  unwell  from  tlie  agi- 
tations of  the  night,  yet  met  her  family 
the  next  morning  at  the  breakfast  hour 
with  a  serene  and  resigned  aspect. 

Lady  Dorothea  in  compliuient  to  them 
was  present,  but  her  infirmities  increasing, 
she  generally  passed  the  chief  of  her  time 
in  her  own  chamber,  and  only  joined  the 
family  when  her  health  permitted  her. 

"  1  bless  God,''  said  her  ladyship,  "  that 
he  has  allowed  me  to  once  more  embrace 
my  dear  Angeline,  and  I  trust  in  his  mer- 
cy that  Elvira  will  yet  rejoice  my  eyes 
with  a  sight  of  her  beautiful  foce  before 
I  die.'* 

^'  You  must  not  talk  of  dying,  my  dear 
madam,"  replied  Lord  Reginald.   ''  I  hope 
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you  will  live  many  years  to  fondle  my 
children  on  yonr  knee,  live  to  see  your 
i)eloved  nieces  make  as  good  wives  as  my 
Mary/' 

"  Ah  !"  said  the  old  Lady,  shaking  her 
head,  "  I  could  wish  it,  but  God's  will  be 
done.  I  have  seen  Elvira  "Settled  in  life* 
and  perhaps  my  darling  may  bless  her  old 
aunt  with  equal  happiness." 

Lady  Angeline  coloured  as  her  uncle 
expressively  cast  a  look  towards  her. 
'  "  Come,"  said  his  lordship,  taking  the 
hand  of  Lady  Mary,  ''  let  us  enjoy  the 
beauty  of  the  morning  in  strolling  over  tlie 
grounds  of  the  Castle.  Lady  Dorothea 
tells  me  they  are  in  very  good  order." 

^'  Yes,"  replied  her  ladyship,  "  and  I 
have  had  the  pleasure-boat,  Angeline,  in 
which  you  and  Elvira  used  to  sail,  taken 
great  care  of.  Perhaps  you  will  like,  ray 
lord,  to  have  it  got  out?" 

"  By  all  means,"  answered  his  lordship, 
rising.  "  I  will  give  orders  to  James  to 
have  it  in  readiness  for  the  eveninc.  -Are 
you  fond  of  the  water,  Mary?" 
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'*  Oh,  no  !*'  cried  her  ladyship  hastily; 
*'  1  was  always  a  coward,  and  must  beg  to 
be  left  out  of  your  party/' 

"  As  you  like,  my  dear  daughter  :  I  am 
too  selfishly  interested  in  all  that  concerns 
your  repose  to  urge  you  at  present  to  con- 
quer your  fears  :  sometime  lience  you  may 
be  less  timid." 

Lady  Mary  blushed  as  she  felt  the  pres- 
sure of  her  husband's  hand,  who,  Avith  the 
Earl^  now  led  her  over  the  beautiful 
grounds  of  the  Castle. 

Lady  Desmond  remained  with  '  her 
venerable  relation,  while  her  son,  placing 
the  arm  of  his  cousin  within  his  own,  ask- 
ed her  to  shew  him  some  of  her  favourite 
walks. 

Lady  Angeline,  who  was  lost  in  thought, 
started  at  this  request  of  Lord  Des- 
mond. 

Since  her  positive  rejection  of  the  Mar- 
quis, he  had  not  behaved  with  his  accus* 
tomed  tenderness:  his  voice  and  manners 
were  now  as  affectionate  as  ever,  and  she 
led   him  wiUingly  to  the  delightful  banks 
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of  the   lake,    where    he  beheld  the   fine 
Gothic  seat  of  the  Fortescues. 

Lord  Desmond's  eyes  sparkled  with  fond- 
ness as  they  eagerly  ran  over  the  building, 
which  he  hoped  would  soon  become  the 
residence  of  Cecil ;  and  he  turned  to  his 
cousin  with  all  the  ardour  of  a  lover  to  ex- 
press his  hopes. 

Lady  Angeline  had  forgot  that  he  was 
near  her.  Her  mind  was  full  of  her  sister, 
her-im prudent  marriage,  and  of  the  various 
events  which  had  passed  during  the  last 
three  months  of  their  stay  at  the  Castle, 
and  of  her  first  winter  in  London. 

Tears  of  regret  stole  down  her  expressive 
face,  and  Lord  Desmond  heard  the  name 
of  Elvira  faintly  pronounced  by  hi«  favou- 
rite cousin.  With  delicate  tenderness  he 
led  her  from  the  lake,  and  would  not  ap- 
pear to  notice  what  had  so  much  surprised 
hiinself.  He  expatiated  on  the  beauty  of 
the  prospect,  the  romantic  richness  of  the 
shrubbery  walks,  and  was  enchanted  by 
the  picturesque  seclusion  of  the  root- 
house. 
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With  tremblini^  steps  Lady  Angeline 
revisited  this  spot:  her  own  drawings,  her 
sister's  books,  forcibly  brought  to  her  re- 
collection the  hours  of  pleasure  nnixed 
with  pain  that  they  had  passed  within  its 
walls.  Overcome  by  her  feelings,  she 
sunk  on  a  seat,  and  vainly  ertdeavoured  to" 
hide  from  Lord  Desmond  her  distress. 

"  Beloved  Angeline,''  he  cried,  "  you 
are  not  Fecovered  from  your  journey  ;  your 
spirits  are  weak  from  fatigue.  But  what  a 
sweet  place  is  this!  Oh!  Angeline,  what 
a  spot  for  lovers  to  breathe  forth*  their  eter- 
nal vows  of  fidelity  !  Heavens!  were  but 
Cecil  here,  how  fondly  would  I  cast  myself 
at  her  feet,  and  renew-  my  oath  of  con- 
stancy. Angeline,  my  dear  Angeline! 
with  what  speechless  tenderness  should  1 
gaze  on  her  blushing  countenance,  should 
.1  listen  to  the-low  murmur  of  her  voice  as 
she  timidly  avowed  her  affection.  Oh  ! 
Angeline,  that  you  had  loved,  that  you 
could  but  enter  into  the  ecstasy  which  I 
feel  from  the  picture  I  have  drawn/' 

*'  Oh!    my  dear  Robert,"    replied    the 
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half  fainting  sister  of  Lady  Elvira,  "  never 
let  Cecil  enter  this  fatal  spot  ;  never  with- 
in these  ill-omened  walls  renew  your  vows 
of  love.  Shun  the  root-house,  as  you  value 
your  repose,  for  it  was  here — -. —  ' 

She  stopped  suddenly,  and  Lord  Des- 
mond, in  alarm,  threw  his  arms  around  her, 
till  recollecting  his  mother  : 

"  I  know  what  you  meam,"  mournfully 
replied  the  son  of  Lady  Emma  :  "  it 
was  here  my  dear  mother  first  receiv- 
ed the  vows  of  the  Viscount;  it  was 
here  also  they  embraced  for  the  last 
time. 

"  Ah!''  thought  Lady  Angeline,  "  and 
it  was  here  my  imprudent  Elvira  promised 
to  become  the  wife  of  Sidney;  it  was  here 
likewise  i  received  her  from  the  hands  of 
Henry  on  the  evening  of  her  elopement ; 
and  it  was  here  I  first  heard  of  that  inesti- 
mable man's  engagement/' 

She  hastily  wiped  away  her  tears,  as  she 
gently  disengaged  herself  from  the  friendly 
arms  of  her  cousin,  whose  features,  no 
longer  animated  by  the  blissful  hopes  of  a 
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lover,  were   now  saddened  with  the  enao- 
tions  of  filial  tenderness. 

Lord  Desmond  kissed  the  white  hand  of 
Lady  Angeline,  and  led  her  from  the  root-*^ 
house  to  the  borders  of  the  lake. 

"  My  dear  cousin/'  said  he,  "  will  not,  I 
hope,  refuse  to  accompany  me  of  an  even- 
ing in  the  boat  in  which  she  and  her  sister 
used  fearlessly  to  amuse  themselves.  I  am 
fond  of  the  water;  and  with  such  a  com- 
panion as  my  dear  Angeline  it  will  afford 
me  double  pleasure." 

To  this  she  consented,  and  they  returned 
to  the  Castle,  where  they  were  met  by  the 
EarK  his  son,  and  Lady  Mary. 

Lord  Reginald  was  charmed  with  every 
thing  which  belonged  to  the.  favourite  resi- 
dence of  his  grandfather;  and  the  Earl  was 
secretly  pleased  to  find  that  his  daughter- 
in-law  perfectly  coincided  in  the  senti- 
ments of  her  husband. 

Phoebe  Meynel  took  the  first  opportu- 
nity  of  calling  on  Mrs.  Thomson,  who  re- 
ceived her  most  affectionately  ;  and  as  they 
talked  over   the  days   long  past,  and  the  - 
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happy  scenes  of  their  childhood,  their 
tears  mingled  at  the  recollection  of  how 
short-lived  had  been  their  pleasures. 

When  they  had  ceased  to  recount  their 
mutual  misfortunes,  Mrs.  Thomson  inquir- 
ed particularly  after  the  beautiful  sisters. 
She  had  heard  with  surprise,  and  some  de- 
gree of  disappointment,  the  precipitate 
marriage  of  Lady  Elvira. 

"Ah!"  said  she,  significantly,  "  great 
folks  are  not  half  so  constant  as  the  poor. 
Once  I  had  hoped,  that  after  all  that  has 
passed,  the  two  families  would  again  be 
friends,  -and  the  handsome  Lady  Elvira 
become  the  wife  of  our  Sidney:  but  per- 
haps all's  for  the  best;  though  if  her  lady- 
ship did  not  love  him,  my  name  is  not 
Alice  Thomson.  Ah  !  well  do  I  remem- 
ber how  she  and  her  sister  used  to  sail  up 
and  down  the  lake,  and  how  poor  Mr. 
Sidney  fretted  and  fumed  until  the  hour 
arrived  for  him  to  meet  them.  Well,  well, 
there  is  strange  doings  in  this  world.  I  as 
much  thought  she  would  have  been  his 
wife    Si%    that    the  Gospel's    true.     Ah! 
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Phoebe,  who  wouhd  have  thousrht  Mr. 
Henry  would  so  soon  become  a  widower. 
Robarts  wrote  me,  word  all  about  it,  and 
how  sadly  the  family  take  on.  I  hope  in 
God  nothing  will  happen  to  Mr.  Sidney's 
bride,  for  she  is  so  kind,  and  so  affable, 
that  we  all  love  her." 

Phoebe  expressed  her  concern  at  what 
had  happened,  and  could  not  avoid  men- 
tioning^ the  sorrow  which  the  Earl  and  his 
family  felt  on  hearing  the  melancholy  in- 
telligence. 

Mrs.  Thomson  said  she  would  call  on 
her  next  day,  and  hoped  that  she  should 
be  so  fortunate  as  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
Lady  Desmond  and  her  son. 

Phoebe  was  too  faithful  and  too  proud 
to  betray  the  secret  feelings  of  her  mis- 
tress ;  and  though  she  greatly  esteemed 
her  friend  Alice  Thomson,  yet  she  did 
not  drop  a  hint  that  Lady  Desmond  re- 
tained any  remembrance  of  the  Viscount. 

During  their  conversation  she  heard  of 
the  destruction  of  the  bridge,  by  the  orders 
of  Lord  Fortescue,  and  it  added  to  the  ill- 
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will  she  already  bore  him  on  her  mistress's 
account;  she,  therefore,  returned  to  the 
Castle  with  an  addition  to  the  dislike  she 
had  long  borne  him, 

A  letter  from  her  lover,  though  dated 
Cheltenham,  and  bringing  the  unpleasant 
news  that  he  should  remain  there  until  the 
beginning  of  September,  yet  soothed  the 
ruffled  mind  of  Phoebe,  and  quickly  re- 
stored her  to  her  accustomed  serenity. 

Not  so  Lady  Desmond.  Although  pos- 
sessed of  a  tolerable  share  of  fortitude,  yet 
she  found  it  insufficient  to  save  her  from 
eternally  recurring  to  the  distressing  events 
of  her  early  years.  Everyjroom,  every  walk, 
brought  to  her  recollection  some  little  in- 
cident that  affected  her  spirits  :  vain  were 
the  united  efforts  of  her  reason  and  her 
pride  to  banish  from  her  mind  the  image  of 
the  Viscount.  She  made  a  variety  of  ex- 
cuses to  remain  with  Lady  Dorothea,  who 
on  her  part  forgot  her  infirmities  in  the  so- 
ciety of  such  a  delightful  companion. 

The  Earl  at  length  ceased  to  importune 
his  sister  to  accompany  him  on  the   lake» 
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or  through  the  grounds  of  the  Castle  :  if 
ever  she  assumed  courage  to  visit  scenes 
once  so  dear  to  her,  she  chose  no  wit- 
ness of  her  momentary  weakness  but  the 
faithful  participator  of  all  her  misfor- 
tunes. 

All  knew  the  cause  of  the  apparently 
unsocial  conduct  of  Lady  Emma  ;  all  la- 
mented that  one  so  faithful,  so  constant, 
and  so  amiable,  should  have  reason  to 
mourn  in  secret  the  disappointment  of  her 
tenderest  hopes. 

Lady  AngeJine  had  heard  from  her  sis- 
ter: she  was  at  Dorrington  Park,  amidst  a 
circle  of  affectionate  relatives,  who  all  en- 
deavoured to  make  her  time  pass  hap- 
pily. 

Lady  Elvira  spoke  of  the  continued 
kindness  of  Mr.  Wrottesley  with  gratitude, 
and  concluded  by  expressing  a  hope  that 
the  second  winter  in  London,  which  would 
unite  the  separate  families,  would  likewise 
restore  lier  to  Lady  Angeline  not  wholly 
unworthy  her  affection. 

The  mind  of  the  latter  felt  considerablv 
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relieved  -as  she  perused  the  well-known 
characters  of  a  beloved  sister  :  she  ear- 
nestly prayed  that  the  hopes  of  Lady  El- 
vira might  be  realized,  and  already  fancied 
that  the  unremitted  tenderness  of  Mr. 
Wrottesley  had  made  the  desired  impres- 
sion on  the  heart  of  her  sister. 

Cheered  by  this  day-dream  of  her  ima- 
gination. Lady  Angeline  no  longer  felt  a 
reluctance  to  accompany  Lord  Desmond 
on  the  lake,  or  to  carry  her  work  to  the 
root^house,  where  he  would  read  to  her 
and  Lady  Mary,  whenever  the  latter  could 
escape  from  the  attentive  care  of  the  Earl, 
w^ho  now  seemed  uneasy  whenever  she 
was  absent  from  him  for  any  length  of 
time.  The  timidity  of  Lady  Mary  pre- 
vented her  from  enjoying  the  beautiful 
scenery  of  the  lake  with  her  friend  and 
Lord  Desmond  in  the  pleasure-boat. 

During  their  evening  excursions  on  the 
water,  Lord  Reginald  generally  drovie  her 
and  Lady  Desmond  in  a  low  sociable 
through  the  park  ;  or  if  she  preferred  stay- 
ing at  home,  entertained  her  with  his  mu- 
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sical  talents.  The  Earl,  as  well  as  his 
sister,  was  a  capital  performer  ;  and  as  the 
amusement  of  Lady  Mary  was  now  his 
chief  study,  he  seldom  accompanied  his 
nephew  and  niece  on  the  lake  ;  the  former 
usually  took  his  flagellet,  and  as  he  steered 
his  little  bark  close  to  the  Abbey  grounds, 
played  or  sung  with  more  than  common 
execution  :  but  no  angel  form  appeared  to 
charm  his  love-sick  mind. 

With  feverish  impatience  he  counted 
the  weeks  as  they  passed. 

The  rich  hues  of  x\ugust  had  already 
enriched  the  varied  foliage  of  the  land- 
scape ;  the  month  was  nearly  at  its 
close. 

Phoebe  also  began  to  look  forw^ard  with 
pleasure  to  the  arrival  of  her  lover,  while 
her  young  master  with  difficulty  restrained 
his  feelings  until  he  could  give  relief  to 
them  in  the  presence  of  his  lovely  con- 
fidant. 

At  length  September  came  :  September, 
which  was  the  month  destined  to  give 
birth  to  another  heir  to  the  noble  house  of 
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De  Courci,  and  to  return  in  safety  its 
amiable  enemy  and  his  family  to  the  de- 
lightful privacy  of  the  Abbey. 

A  few  hours  after  their  arrival,  Robarts 
hastened  to  embrace  his  Phoebe,  who,  un- 
used to  dissemble,  warmly  expressed  her 
delight  at  his  return,  and  at  the  frequent 
opportunities  they  should  now  have  of  see- 
ing each  other. 

"  Ah[^!  Robarts,''  said  she,  wiping  away 
the  starting  tears,  "I  thought  1  should 
have  died  when  1  first  came  back  to  the 
Castle,  but  I  soon  iorgot  my  own  sorrows, 
when  I  witnessed  those  of  mv  dear  mis- 
tress.  If  it  w^as  not  for  your  sake,  Robarts 
I  should  be  so. bitter  against  the  Viscount  ; 
but  I  know  it  would  vex  you,  and  so  I 
shall  keep  my  thoughts  to  myself.  But, 
Robarts,  it  was  illnatured  of  him  to  pull 
(iown  the  old  bridge  ;  you  could  have  run 
over  it  to  the  Castle  in  a  few  minutes,  and 
now  you  must  go  all  the  way  round,  and 
lose  time  in  coming." 

"  Dearest  Phoebe,"  cried  her  lover  as 
he  pressed  her  to  his  heart,  *'  let  not  that 
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afflict  you  for  a  moment.  Every  hour  that 
I  can  spare  from  my  master  I  will  give  to 
you  ;  and  as  to  the  bridge,  why,  it  would 
not  have  stood  much  longer  if  it  had  not 
been  pulled  down,  and  perhaps  some  one, 
myself  for  instance,  for  I  cannot  swim 
you  knovk',  might  have  been  on  it  when  it 
broke  down,  and  then  you  know,  Phoebe, 
1  should  have  been  drowned." 
Phoebe  shuddered.  • 
*'  Well,"  said  she,  "  I  believe  that  in 
the  end  all  is  tor  the  best.  I  shall  not  be 
sorry   now  that   it   is  pulled   down.     But 

'  Robarts,  how  is  Mr.  Henry  ?  Is  he  quite 
resigned  to  the  loss  of  his  wife  ?  And  how 
is  Mr.  Sidney  and  his  young  bride  ?" 

"  Mr.  Henry,"  replied  Robarts,  ''  is  as 
resigned  as  we  Could  expect  him  to  be, 
but  he  is  too  fond  of  being  alone,  and  I 
dare  say  when  none  are  present,  gives  way 
to  his  grief,  which   he  hides  as  much  as 

'  possible  before  his  father.  Ah  !  poor 
Mrs.  Fortescue,  she  has  been  dead  now 
going  on  four  mouths,  and  I  am  sure  if 
she     is    suffered     to     know     our    hearts, 


164       THE    SONS    OF    THE    VISCOUNT. 

she  will  be  pleased  to  find  that  we  all 
mourn  sincerely  for  her  loss.  Mr.  Sid- 
ney's lady  took  on  amazingly,  for  they 
were  very  fond  of  each  other  ;  and  the 
Viscount  was  inconsolable  at  first :  but 
time,  you  know,  Phoebe,  softens  down 
our  griefs,  and  though  we  continue  to 
feel,  yet  it  is  not  so  keenly  as  at  the  first 
shock." 

Phoebe  assented  to  the  truth  of  this  re- 
mark :  she  next  inquired  after  Miss  For- 
tescue,  and  heard  with  pleasure  that  she 
was  in  perfect  health,  and  as  blooming  as 
ever.  This  was  communicated  to  Lord 
Desmond  soon  after  the  departure  of  Ro- 
barts. 

Elated  at  the  news  of  their  arrival,  her 
young  master  hugged  her  in  the  ecstasy 
of  the  moment,  and  then  eagerly  flew  to 
announce  the  pleasing  intelligence  to  Lady 
Angeline. 

In  this  he  was  disappointed  :  she  was 
engaged  with  his  mother,  and  no  oppor- 
tunity occurred  until  they  were  alone  in 
the  pleasure-boat. 
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"  Sin^,  Angeline,"  said  he,  *'  one  of 
your  sweetest  airs  :  my  Cecil  may  catch 
the  sound,  and  perhaps  steal  out  to  bless 
me  with  a  glimpse  of  her  dear  form." 

Her  ladyship  was  so  surprised  at  this 
sudden  discovery  that  she  was  unable  to 
.reply  to  her  cousin,  and  he  again  re- 
peated that  the  family  were  arrived  at  the 
Abbey. 

Although  elevated  by  rapturous  hope 
and  warm  affection,  yet  his  lordship  was 
sensible  of  the  rapid  change  in  the  coun- 
tenance of  his  lovely  companion.  She 
laid  her  hand  on  his  arm,  as  the  boat  was 
making  towards  the  Fortescue  -shore,  and 
he  felt  it  tremble. 

"  Robert,''  said  she  with  difficillty, 
"  forgive  me  if  1  damp  your  present  rap- 
ture ;  but  consider  the  Viscount  :  turn 
the  boat,  do  not  let  us  go  so  near  his 
grounds.*' 

"  My  dearest  Angeline,"  said  he  affec- 
tionately, "  why  are  you  thus  agitated  ? 
Why,  my  beloved  cousin,  my  tender  con- 
fidant, my  friend,  do  you  seek  to  hide 
from  me  the  secret  cause  of  your  present 
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emotion?  Dear  Angeline,  believe  that  next 
to  Cecil  you  are  dear  to  me/' 

''  I  do  believe  it,  my  dear  Robert,*'  ^he 
replied,  pressing  his  hand  to  her  lips;  "but 
I  cannot  now  explain  why  I  am  thus  af- 
fected :  oblige  me,  however,  by  returning, 
and  after  you  have  landed  your  trouble- 
some companion,  you  can  enjoy  undisturb- 
ed the  beauty  of  the  night." 

Lord  Desmond  instantly  complied,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  Lady  Angeline  was  in  her 
own  apartment. 

Here  she  soon  recovered  her  composure, 
and  felt  angry  at  the  weakness  she  had  be- 
trayed before  her  cousin.  As  he  had  heard, 
however,  of  their  imprudent  meetings  with 
the  brother  of  Henry,  she  thought  that 
would  be  a  sufficient  excuse  for  her  not 
wishing  to  obtrude  herself  on  the  notice  of 
his  family. 

Lady  Angeline's  eyes  glanced  towards 
her  favourite  myrtle,  which  had  grown 
rapidly  under  her  fostering  care.  She  felt 
her  cheek  burn,  and  her  heart  again  palpi- 
tate with  violence. 

"  Ah!''  thought  she,  "  I  am  a  weak  and 
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silly  girl;  fain  would  I  deceive  myself: 
dear  shrub,  why  are  you  more  watched, 
more  cherished  than  your  companions  ? 
Why  would  Igive  the  world  to  be  the  friend, 
the  consoler  of  thy  master  ?  Why  does  my 
heart  throb  at  the  sound  of  his  name?  Why 
do  I  anxiously  long  to  behold  his  melan- 
choly form,  and  yet  fly  far  from  it?  Oh! 
Angeline,  what  strange  fatality,  what  secret 
charm  has  fascinated  thy  soul  against  thy 
reason  and  thy  judgment!  My  father,  my 
dear  father,  thy  children  are  spell-bound  ; 
they  cannot  fly  from  the  witching  power  of 
the  Fortescues.*' 

Lord  Desmond  had  not  been  successful; 
he  was  not,  however,  dispirited,  but  on  his 
return  went  first  to  the  chamber  of  Lady 
Angeline  before  he  joined  his  family  in  the 
drawing-room. 

He  found  her  musing  pensively:  her 
features  brightened  at  his  approach,  and 
lest  he  should  suspect  what  she  most 
wished  to  conceal,  she  attributed  her  re^, 
cent  agitation  to  the  remembrance  of  his 
mother's  unhappy  fate,  and  her  own   and 
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Lady    Elvira's     imprudence    before    they 
quitted  the  Castle.  ' 

Lord  Desmond  had  not  seen  the  extreme 
emotion  of  Lady  Elvira  at  the  mention  of 
Sidney's  nuptials,  without  its  exciting  sus- 
picions not  very  favourable  to  her  ladyship. 
He  was,  however,  at  a  loss  to  guess  the 
cause  of  her  sister's  changeful  counte- 
nance, her  tearful  eye,  and  trembling  torip  ; 
fully  aware  of  the  sensibility  of  her  dispo- 
sition, yet  she  had  evinced  more  than 
even  the  tenderness  of  her  nature  war- 
ranted. 

Too  delicate  to  hint  a  wish  to  be  inform- 
ed what  had  raised  his  curiosity,  Lord  Des- 
mond appeared  to  think  her  feelings  natural, 
although  he  conjured  her  to  repress  them 
for  her  own  sake. 

Then  reverting  to  his  own  hopes  and 
fears,  he  gave  her  an  opportunity  to  re- 
cover herself,  and  she  felt  assured  from  his 
conduct  that  the  true  reason  of  her  reject- 
ing the  proposals  of  the  Marquis  was  still 
undiscovered  by  her  cousin. 

Bessy  Bloomfieid  asked  permission  the 
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next  morning,  to  accompany  Mrs.  Meynel 

to  see  her  sister  Peggy. 

LadyAngeline  willingly  consented,  whil6 
Lord  Desmond  gladly  availed  himself  of 
the  favourable  opportunity  of  sending  a 
few  lines  to  Miss  Fortescue,  and  entreated 
Pha^be  to  prevail  upon  Robarts  to  convey 
I  them  himself  to  his  adored  Cecil,  not 
-choosing  to  repose  confidence  in  any  other 
perso;i, 

Phoebe  could  not  refuse,   yet  she  was 
I  half  afraid  to  propose  such  a  thing  to  the 
r  faithful  attendant  of  Lord  Fortescue :  her 
^regarxi,  however,  for  tbe  son  of  her  mistress 
conquered  her  scruples,  and  she  determin- 
ed, at  least,  (o  make  the  attempt. 

For  the  first  time  a  frown  overcast  the 
honest  countenance  of  Robarts,  as  he  has- 
tily returned  the  little  billet  of  Lord  Des- 
mond. 

'*  What!'*  said  he,  in  a  voice  of  concern, 
*'  and  is  it  Phoebe  Meynel  that  seeks  to 
draw  me  from  my  duty  to  my  master? 
Have  I  served  him  faithfully  since  Lwas  a 
boy;  have  I  disregarded  the  wishes  of  my 
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own  heart,  and  shall  I  now  be  the  means  of 
wounding  the  bosom  I  would  guard  even 
from  the  shadow  of  a  pang?  No,  Phoebe,  no;  ' 
not  even  my  love  for  you,  great  as  it  has 
ever  been,  shall  entice  me  from  my  fidelity" 
to  the  Viscount.*' 

"  Don't  be  angry,  Robarts,"  cried 
Phoebe,  sobbing;  "I  meant  no  harm,  I 
am  sure:  I  could  not  help  taking  the 
letter  ;  my  lord  looked  and  spoke  so  like 
his  mother,  it  was  impossible  to  refuse 
him." 

"  Dear  Phoebe,'*  re}>lied  her  lover,  kin 
]y,  "  I  know  your  affectionate  nature:  be^ 
lieve  me,  I  pity  Lord  Desmond,  and  would 
do  any  things  to  serve  him  and  my  dear 
young  lady:  any  thing,  Phoebe,  but  betray 
the  confidence  my  master  places  in  my  af- 
fection. ^  Tell  your  lord  what  I  say  :  if  he 
is  like  his  angel  mother  he  will  not  be 
angry  with  me  for  adhering  to  my  duty. 
Tell  him  also  that  I  will,  notwithstanding 
this,  die  sooner  than  discover  his  attach* 
ment." 

Robarts  was  in  the  right.^ 
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Greatly  as  Lord  Desmond  felt  disap- 
pointed at  seeing  his  letter  returned,  yet 
he  could  not  help  respecting  thehonourand 
integrity  of  the  person  who  had  occasioned 
it,  nor  could  he  also  avoid  expressing  to 
Phoebe  his  high  sense  of  the  valuable  fide- 
lity of  her  lover  to  his  master.  He  enter- 
tai;ied  no  fears  that  such  a  man  would  be- 
tray him,  not  even  to  that  very  master 
for  whose  sake  he  had  parted  from  his 
Phoebe. 

This,  at  least,  consoled  his  lordship,  and 
he  allowed  him.self  to  hope  that  evening 
might  grant  him  the  long  wished  for  bliss 
of  beholding  his  fair  enslaver. 

His  prayers  were  heard. 

Miss  Fortescue  and  her  sister-in-law, 
accompanied  by  the  brothers  in  their  boat, 
passed  that  in  which  sat  aldne  the  manly 
gnd  dignified  son  of  Lady  Emma. 

The  blood  gushed  into  the  cheek  of 
Cecil  as  she  encountered  the  eyes  of  her 
lover,  who  gracefully  saluted  them  as  they 
sailed  by  him. 

Mrs.  Fortescue  was  the  first  to  spea^k. 
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Sidney  started  at  the  sound  of  her  voice, 
and  flung  his  arm  afFecfionately  round 
her. 

"  My  Julia/*  said  he,  "  deserves  to 
know  every  thought  of  her  husband,  for 
he  is  well  assured  that  no  one  will  more 
readily  excuse  his  weakness  or  his  follies. 
My  return  to  the  Abbey  cannot  fail  to  re- 
mind me  of  the  kind  interposition  of  Pro- 
vidence in  my  favour,  and  my  own  im- 
prudent rashness.  See,  my  dear  Julia, 
that  beautiful  cluster  of  shrubs  in  that 
root-house,  partly  concealed  by  their 
foliage.  I  forgot  my  duty  to  my  honour- 
ed father ;  I  forgot  the  misery  I  should 
entail  on  myself,  on  my  family;  and  in  the 
warm  enthusiasm  of  the  moment  solemnly 
botind  myself  to  the  faithless  daughter  of 
its  enemy.  My  noble  brother's  firmness  of 
mind  alone  saved  me  from  the  ruin  I  bold- 
ly meant  to  encounter,  and  my  sweet  Julia, 
my  beloved  wife,  wa§  the  bright  reward 
which  I  have  received  for  all  the  pangs  I 
suffered  from  disappointed  love.** 

Sidney  pressed  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and 
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read  in  her  mild  and  tender  eye  the  feelings 
of  her  heart. 

A  deep  sigh  from  Henry  made  his  bro- 
ther hastily  turn  towards  him  :  he  dropped 
the  soft  hand  of  his  wife,  and  grasped  that 
of  the  melancholy  widower. 

Lord  Desmond  again  passed  and  bowed, 

*'  There  is  a  something/*  said  Henry, 
"  in  that  young  man's  countenance  that 
from  the  first  attached  me  to  him,  and  I 
know  not  why,  but  I  seem  to  feel  that 
he  is  exempt  from  the  unhappy  resent- 
ment of  my  father.  Would  to  heaven  that 
the  Viscount  could  authorise  his  children 
to  form  an  intimacy  with  the  son  of  the 
unfortunate  Lady  Emma." 

Cecil  dared  not  raise  her  eyes,  lest  they 
should  betray  her  inward  tenderness:  her 
heart  beat  with  unusual  quickness,  and 
she  would  have  foldej  Henry  to  her 
bosom,  had  she  not  been  witliheld  by  the 
consciousness  of  her  own  attachment  for 
Lord  Desmond. 

Sidney  and  hi'S  amiable  wife  expressed 
their  wishes  to  be  the  same  as  those  of 
Henry. 
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"  I  think,"  said  the  former,  "  that  were 
my  father  to  become  acquainted  with  his 
lordship,  he  would  not  withhold  from  him 
his  esteem  and  affection,  and  Lord  Des- 
mond, at  least,  would  be  free  from  the  ef- 
fects of  his  vow/'* 

''  True,"  replied  his  brother  ;  "  but  if 
virtue  iind  merit,  my  dear  Sidney,  had  the 
power  to  charm  away  the  keen  remem- 
brance of  injuries,  the  faultless  cousin  of 
Lord  Desmond  need  only  to  be  seen  and 
loved." 

The  blush  which  crimsoned  the  cheek 
of  Henry,  who  felt  that  he  had  said  more 
than  he  meant,  was  noticed  by  his  sister. 

"  Oh!   that  my  father  did  but  know  the 
angelic  sweetness  of  the  being  you  allude^ 
to,  my  Henry.     Oh  !   that  I  were  but  au- 
thorised to  tell  Lci*  that  next  to  Julia,  my 
heart  loves  her  as  a  sister." 

The  fine  blue  eyes  of  Henry  w^ere  now 
fixed  on  her  blooming  face  with  the  tender- 
est  expression. 

.  "  Dear  Cecil,  I  do  not  wonder  that  a 
heart  and  mind  sue!)  as  your's  should  rea- 
dily acknowledge  its  kindred  excellence. 
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The  little  I  have  seen  of  Lady  Angeline 
De  Coiirci  convinces  me  that  she  is 
M^orthyof  my  sister's  friendship,  my  lather's 
love.  But  let  us  return,  Sidney;  the  Vis- 
count is  you  know  alone." 

Lord  Fortescue,  after  his  family  had  un- 
willingly quitted  him  at  his  request  to  en- 
enjoy  as  they  pleased  the  fineness  of  the 
evening, retired  to  his  library, where,  throw- 
ing himself  into  a  study  chair,  he  gained 
courage  to  ask  of  his  humble  friend  the 
question     he    was   anxious    to   have  an- 
swered. 

Robarts,   with   quickness,    obeyed    the 
summons  of  the  Viscount. 

*'  Have  you  seen  Fhoebe  to-day  ?  or 
were  you  going  to  her  when  I  rung?" 

"  1  had  intended  going  there,  my  lord, 
for  half  an  hour,  as  1  did  not  know  that  I 
should  be  wanted." 

<'  I  do  not  want  you,  my  good  fellow, 
particularly,"  said  the  A'iscount:  "  I  only 
'     wished  to  know  if  you   have  seen  any  of  • 

the  family,  if  you  have  seen " 

He  paused,  and  Robarts,  who  knew  the 
heart  of  his  master,  replied  :— 
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"  No,  my  lord,  I  have  not  seen  the  one' 
who  1  truly  long  to  behold  once  again  ;  but 
while  I  was  talking  yesterday  with  Plioebe 
Lord  Desmond  came  into  the  room,  and 
with  a  smile,  a  look  which  well  I  remem- 
ber, kindly  desired  me  to  sit  still,  and  beg- 
ged  Phoebe's  pardon  for  disturbing  her. 
You  saw  him  once,  my  lord,  wh,ile  we 
were  at  the  Lodee.'* 

"  Yes,'*  said  the  Viscount,  sighing  deep- 
ly, "I  saw  him  but  that  once;  yet  his 
features  are  fresh  in  my  remembrance. 
Robarts,  my  regard  for  you  alone  induces 
me  to  allow  of  any  inmate  of  my  family 
entering  that  of  the  Earl's.  Your  suffer- 
ings, my  worthy  friend,  justify  my  relax- 
ing a  little  from  my  fixed  resolves.  Should 
you,  by  chance,  Robarts,  catch  a  glimpse 
of  the  mother  of  that  interesting  youth, 
observe  if  time  has  made  any  material  al- 
teration in  her  heavenly  face,  if  it  is  still 
tlie  same  faithful  index  of  her  spotless 
mind.  Robarts,  you  and  heaven  are  alone 
witness  of  my  weakness.*' 

He  passed  his  hand  over  his  eyes. 

"  Go,  Robarts,  to  your  faithful  Phoebe;  ' 
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but  remember  that  love  must  not  seduce 
you  to  expose  the  sighs,  the  tears,  of  your 
master  and  3^our  friend/' 

*'  How  weak  are  our  vows,  our  protes- 
tation!*' thought  Lord  Fortescue,  as  Ro- 
barts  left  him  to  his  own  reflections. 
''  Three-and-twenty  years  back,  my  heart, 
full  of  filial  reverence,  of  fraternal  tender- 
ness, of  injured  honour,  sacrificed  its 
dearest  wishes,  its  fondest  hopes.  I  swore 
to  hate  and  avoid  everv  individual  related 
to  the  treacherous  Earl :  I  swore  what  my 
nature  was  incapable  of  fulfilling,  else  why 
this  throbbing  in  my  bosom  at  the  recollec- 
tion of  one  as  dear,  as  innocent,  as  unfor- 
tunate? Why,  when  the  son  of  that  being 
met  my  eyes,  did  they  fill  with  tenderness, 
instead  of  sparkling  with-  resentment  ? 
Why  did  I  feel  as  if  I  could  clasp  him  to 
my^  heart,  when  by  my  vow  I  ought  to 
have  cherished  far  different  feelings?  Oh! 
Emma,  still  adored,  though  bound  for  ever 
to  avoid  thee,  does  thy  gentle  soul  nourish 
sentiments  congenial  with  mine;  or  am  I 
remembered  only  as  one  who  abandoned 
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to  fruitless   regrets,    to    unavailirrg   tears,. 
the  betrothed    idol  of  his   first  and  only 
love/' 

The  Viscount  rose  hastily,  and  paced 
the  library;  while  the  moon,,  which  shone 
dimly  through  its  Gothic  VTindowsof  many 
coloured  glass,  emblazoned  with  the  For- 
tescue  arms,  increased  by  i.ts  pensive  light 
the  melancholy  of  his  feelings. 

Ashamed  of  being  so  completely  subdu- 
'  ed,  he  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  and 
'  saw  with  pleasure  his  children  returned. 
On  his  expressing  a  wish  to  be  entertained 
bv  their  musical  talents,  Mrs.  Fortescue 
took  her  harp,  while  the  sweet  harmony  of 
CeciTs  voice  soon  restored  the  mind  of  her 
father  to  its  usual  placidity. 

Ah!  little  did  that  lovely  girl  imagine 
that  her  parent's  heart  had  already  softened 
towards  the  man  that  possessed  her  own: 
she  had  read  in  bis  speaking  eye^  as  he 
passed  in  his  boat,  that  his  whole  soul  was 
devoted  to  herself;  and  the  deep  blush 
which  tinged  her  cheek,  the  timid  retiring 
glance  which  was  gbserved  by  Lord  I>es- 
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mond,  authorised  him  to  cherish  the  same 
exquisite  idea. 

A  fortnight,  however,  elapsed  before  his 
lordship  had  an  opportunity  of  breathing 
forth  his  tenderness  to  the  daughter  of  tiie 
Viscount.  He  saw  her  generally  evx^ry 
evening,  but  she  was  always  attended  by 
her  brothers,  who,  contrary  to  their  own 
wishes,  contented  themselves  by  merely 
returning  the  passing  bow  of  Lord  Des-. 

mond. 

Lady  Angeline  could  not  be  prevailed 
upon  to  accompany  her  cousin  on  the 
lake;  but  under  pretence  of  remaining 
with  Lady  Mary,  who  expected  daily  to 
be  confined,  she  avoided  the  sight  of  a  fa- 
mily who  loved,  and  who  were  anxious  to 
behold  her. 

General  and  Mrs.  Aveland  had  been  pre- 
vented from  visiting  the  Abbey  with  the 
Viscount ;  they  wefe  now,  however,  arriv- 
ed, and  their  presence  greatly  increased  the 
comforts  of  Lord  Fortescue. 

He  had  now  two  sensible  and  entertain- 
ing companions  to  amuse,  him  during  the 
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temper  ry  absence  of  his  children  ;  and 
^  while  they  preiLTfed  the  delightful  scenery 
of  the  lake  to  any  other,  the  Viscount 
usually  drove  his  old  friends  through  the 
rich  and  highly  cultivated  country  which 
surrounded  his  estate.  Sometimes  a  part 
of  his  family  would  attend  him  on  horse- 
back, or  in  another  open  carriage ;  and 
Cecil,  who  longed,  yet  feared  to  hear  the 
sound  of  her  lover's  voice,  began  to  appre- 
hend that  no  kind  accident  would  occur- to 
enable  her  to  enjoy  this  blessing. 

Chance,  however,  was  propitious  to  her 
wishes,  and  to  the  feverish  impatience  of 
Lord  Desmond. 

The  \iscount,  as  was  his  custom  after 
dinner,  ordered  his  carriage,  intending  lo 
drive  to  the  neighbouring  village. 

Cecil  and  her  friend  were  very  busily 
employed  in  finishing  some  baby-linen  for 
a  poor  woman  who  lived  in  one  of  the  cot- 
tages on  Lord  Fortescue's  domain. 

On  their  declining  their  accustomed 
amusement  with  the  brothers,  the  latter 
accompanied   the  Viscount,   and  the  two 
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friends  were  left  alone  for  the  first  time 
since  their  return  to  the  Abbey. 

"It  is  so  warm  this  evening,  Julia/* 
said  Miss  Fortescue,  "  that  if  you  have  no 
objection  we  will  take  our  work  to  the 
rustic  seat  which  Henry  finished  yester- 
day." 

Mrs.  Fortescue  smiled  archly  on  her 
blushing  friend,  and  taking  up  her  work- 
basket,  followed  Cecil  to  the  shrubbery 
walk,  at  the  extremity  of  which  the  lake 
burst  upon  their  view,  and  under  some 
tall  trees,  surrounded  by  odoriferous 
shrubs,  Henry  had  placed  a  rustic  seat, 
and  entwined  round  it  some  white  and 
purple  clematis,  honeysuckle,  and  other 
flowers. 

"  Oh,  what  acharming  spot  !'*  exclaim- 
ed Miss  Fortescue;  '*  how  cool,  how  re- 
freshing the  breeze  which  blows  from  the 
lake  1" 

"  And  how  beautiful  appears  the  op- 
posite shore,"  replied  her  friend,  smiling. 
"  Only  look,  Cecil;  our  Henry  could  not 
have  fixed  upon  a  more  agreeable  point  of 
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view.     To  the  right  is  the  majestic  Castle 
of  De   Courci,   which   contains   the  ena- 
moured  Desmond:  to  the  left  a  fine  ro- 
mantic shrubbery;  and  in  the  distance  we 
can  just  discern  the  clump  of  trees  which 
conceals    the    root-house—the    scene    of 
Sidney's  amour   with   Lady  Elvira.     But, 
Ceoil,  if  Lord  Desmond  could  by  inspira- 
tion divine  that  we  are  alone,  and  that  we 
have  at   least  a  couple   of  hours   to  our- 
selves, how  would  he  fly  to  assure  you  of 
his  constancy.     What   are  you  gazing  at 
so   earnestly?*'  said  she,  throwing   down 
her  work,  and  running  to  the  edge  of  the 
lake.     "  As  I  live  there  is  some  one  walk- 
ing in  the  Castle  grounds.    It  is  Lord  Des- 
mond :  now,  Cecil,  I  will  in  some  degree 
repay  your  kindness  to  me  when  I  was  un- 
conscious of  the  happiness  which  was  in 
store  for  me."  > 

She  immediately  began,  in  a  clear  strong 
voice,  to  sing  a  celebrated  air  in  the  Haunt- 
ed Tower. 

Lord  Desmond  suddenly  stopped,  and 
casting  his  eyes  to  where  she  stood,  inviting 
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him  to  approach  :  he  hastify  ran  to  where 
the  pleasure-boat  was  fastened,  and  with 
.the  rapidity  of  a  lover,  leapt  into  it;  then 
catching  up  two  oars,  he  soon  rowed  him- 
self to  the  Abbey  grounds. 

Cecil,  ashamed  at  the  idea  of  making  the 
first  overture,  would  have  flown;  but  Mrs. 
Fortescue  prevented  her ;  and  her  lover, 
who  stayed  not  for  a  second  invitation, 
jumped  on  shore,  and  pressed  her  to  his 
bosom  in  an  ecstasy  of  joy. 

"  You  have  me  to  thank  for  this  plea- 
sure," said  the  wife  of  Sidney,  laughing: 
''  we  are  alone,  and  need  not  fear  intrusion. 
In  charity  to  your  lorcjship,  I  could  not 
help  wishing  that  you  might  take  advan- 
tage of  so  fortunate  an  opportunity:  but, 
dear  me, -I  have  left  mv  cotton-box  in  the 
house,  and  must  run  and  fetch  it." 

In  a  moment  she  was  out  of  sight,  while 
jCecil,  faint  and  trembling,  leaned  for  sup- 
port on  the  shoulder  of  her  lover ;  who,  as 
he  gazed  on  her  blushing  countenance, 
half  hid  from  his  view  by  the  long  silken 
ringlets  of  gold  which  adorned  it,  thou  ht 
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only  of  the  dear  and  idolized  form  his  arms 
encircled. 

*'  My  beloved,  my  betrothed  wife/'  he 
exclaimed,  "  how  anxious  have  I  watch- 
ed for  the  present  moment ;  how  ardently 
have  I  prayed  once  more  to  fold  you  to  my, 
bosom  ;  once  more  to  hear  that  I  alone  am 
dear  to  you.  Where,  my  adored  Cecil,  is 
the  ring  I  gave  to  you  ?  See  here  is  your's." 

Lord  Desmond  opened  his  breast,  and 
drew  from  a  little  case  set  round  with 
brilliants,  which  had  been  made  on  pur- 
pose, the  cherished  ring  of  Miss  Fortes- 
cue. 

Softened  by  this  additional  proof  of  her 
lover's  affection,  Cecil  took  from  her  bosom 
the  little  gold  heart,  and  touching  a  secret 
spring,  discovered  the  gift  of  her  faithful 
admirer. 

With  a  thrill  of  rapture.  Lord  Desmond 
pressed  the  heart  to  his  lips. 

"  I  cannot,  my  Cecil,  return  this  trea- 
sure,'^ said  he,  tenderly  unclasping  it  from 
her  neck.  *'  Let  us  exchange.  This  trifle 
will   perhaps   appear  valuable   when  you 


THE    SONS    OF    THE    VISCOUNT.        185 

know  that  it  has  been  my  companion  day 
and  night,  arid  to  you  only  would  I  resign 
]t. 

Cecil  involuntarily  raised  it  to  her  lips. 

*'  Oh  !  my  beloved  Desmond,"  said  she, 
**  why  is  the  rapture  of  the  present  mo- 
ment damped  by  the  warning  voice  of  pru- 
dence ?  Sanctioned  by  my  father,  need  I 
say  that  my  bliss  at  seeing  you,  at  hearing 
the  tones  of  your  voice,  would  be  perfect ; 
but  with  the  conviction  that  I  am  secretly 
disobeying  the  commands  of  my  father^ 
even  the  sweet  assurances  of  your  fidelity 
lose  part  of  their  power.  Love  and  filial 
dvity  divide  my  soul/' ; 

"  My  own  beloved  Cecil,*'  replied  Lord 
Desmond,  "  let  us  not  waste  the  precious 
moments  now  allowed  us  by  fruitless  re- 
membrances. Think  only,  most  adored,  of 
my  undiminished  attachment — think  only 
of  some  means  by  which  we  may  converse 
with  each  other.  Oh,  Cecil,  dare  you  trust 
yourself  alone  with  one  who  values  your 
delicacy,  your  repose,  more  than  his  life  ? 
Will  you,  my  sweetest  love,  meet  me  af- 
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ter  the  family  are  retired  to  rest?  Nay,  start 
not ;  do  not  froWn,  my  Cecil.  Had  Lord 
De  Courci  loved  with  a  flame  like  mine, 
thy  lovely  aunt  had  not  been  betrayed,  and 
I  should  then  have  been  the  brother,  not 
the  lover  of  my  Cecil." 

He  delicately  pressed  his  lips  to  her's. 
"  Oh  !  Cecil,  you  disapprove  my  propo- 
sal—I read  displeasure  in  those  bright  e3^es 
•—believe  me,  my  adored  girl,  that  circum- 
stances alone  induced  me  to  hazard  your 
anger  by  such  a  proposal ;  yet,  my  Cecil, 
what  other  chance  have  we  of  ever  con- 
versing with  each  other?  Speak,  my  be- 
loved, nor  fear  to  confide  in  the  purity  of 
my  attachment." 

"  I  have  no  fears,  my  lord,  that  you 
could  ever  prove  unworthy  my  regard," 
said  Miss  Fortescue ;  "  but  great  as  I  ac- 
knowledge is  my  esteem  for  you,  yet  it 
shall  never  tempt  me  to  swerve  from  the 
respect  I  owe  myself,  from  that  delicacy 
of  conduct,  which,  should  I  ever  become 
your  wife,  will  preclude  the  remotest  pos- 
sibility of  censure  and  reproach.     Doubt 
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not  my  affection,  dear  Desmond,  if  I 
steadily  refuse  a  proposal  which  1  pardon, 
because  I  am  convinced  that  nothing  but 
the  situation  we  are  placed  in  would  have 
induced  vou  to  make  it:— but  here  comes 
Julia,  our  mutual  friend  :  perhaps  she  may 
devise  some  more  practicable  means  of  our 
seeins:  each  other." 

Lord  Desmond  affectionately  took  the 
hand  of  Mrs.  Fortescue  and  kissed  it,  then 
disclosed  his  wish,  and  dwelt  upon  the 
pressure  of  circumstances  which  alone  au- 
thorised him  to  mention  it,  and  concluded 
by  begging  her  assistance. 

"  Would  that  I  could  indeed  serve  you, 
my  dear  lord,'*    said  the  amiable  wife  of 
Sidney  :  "  it  is  not  for  want  of  inclination 
I  assure  you  :  but  I  agree  with  Cecil,  that 
no  woman   of  delicacy   could   consent   to 
your  proposal.     Had  she  any  female  friend 
to  accompany    her,    it  would    lighten   in 
some  slight  degree  the  imprudence  of  such 
secret  interviews.     Like  my  dear  sister,  I 
disapprove  of  them  wholly,  and  yet,  were 
I  single,  I   would  not  hesitate  to  be  her 
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companion,    because,  my  lord,  I  know  not 
why,  but  you  have  taken  captive  all  our 
hearts,  and  because  the  cruelty  of  your  case 
prevents    you  from  acting  as  you  would 
otherwise  glory   in   doing.     Perhaps,   my 
lord,  your  amiable  cousin,  at  a  time  like 
this,  would   afford  you   her  assistance.*  If 
you  could  prevail  on  Lady  Angeline  to  ac- 
company you  in  your  boat,  Cecil  might, 
without  any  breach  of  delicaqy,  steal  out 
to  meet  you  and  hel^  ladyship." 

Lord  Desmond's  eyes  sparkled  with  de- 
light   at   the    certainty    of   success:     he 
thanked  Mrs.  Fortescue  over  and  over  again, 
then   tenderly  embraced  her  sister,  who, 
half  yielding,  half  refusing,  at  length  con, 
sented  to  be  at  the  same  spot  the  evenino- 
after  the  next,  should  Lady  Angeline  assent 
to  his  wishes.     If  she  did.  Lord  Desmond 
was  to  play  on  his  flagellet  the  same  air 
that  Mrs.  Fortescue  had  sung  to  catch  his 
attention,  which  she  should  hear  as  they 
sailed  on  the  lake. 

The  delighted  son  of  Lady  Emma  now 
unwillingly  took  leave  of  his  Cecil  and  her 
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friend,  but  not  before  the  latter  had  remind- 
ed him  several  times  that  it  was  necessary 
for  him  to  do  so. 

They  watched  his  receding  boat  with 
beating  hearts,  and  saw  him  land  undis- 
covered on  the  lawn  of  the  Castle. 

"  What  have  I  been  tempted  to  yield 
to  ?**  cried  Cecil,  half  repenting,  at  the  idea 
of  the  danger  she  ran  in  thus  braving  the 
anger  of  her  father.  "  Oh,  my  Julia,  do 
you  remember  how  you  chid  me  for  my 
severity  to  Desmond  in  the  lane  of  wild- 
roses  at  the  Lodge  ?  Then  how  firmly  I  be- 
lieved that  I  could  keep  my  resolution  of 
never  acting  in  opposition  to  the  wishes  of 
my  father,  of  never  drawing  my  beloved 
Robert  into  danger.  Yet  now,  Julia,  you 
see  me  forgetful  of  all  my  prudent  resolves, 
not  only  listening  to  his  vows  of  affection, 
but  actually  consenting  to  meet  him  after 
my  family  are  asleep.  Oh  !  my  friend,  I  al- 
most hope  that  Lady  Angeline  may  refuse 
to  countenance  such  imprudence.*' 

"  My  dear  Cecil,"  replied  the  wife  of 
Sidney,  "  well  knows  my  heart  and  ail  its 
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movements,  knows  that  affection  for  her 
and  Lord   Desmond  iilone    could    induce    i 
me  to  listen  to  such  a  step  ;  but   I  have  no 
dread  with  respect   to   his  lordship's    in- 
teo-rity  :     honour  and  the  purest  affection 
have  marked  all  his  actions :  in  this  one  in- 
stance alone  has  he  suffered  his  passion  to 
master  his   reason ;  yet,  what  can  he  do  ? 
No  chance  seems  likely  to  occur  again  of 
enabling  him  to  speak  to  you.     The  pre- 
sence  of    his   little    angelic   cousin    will 
sanctify  your  meetings,  and  heaven  granH 
that  they  may  not  be  productive  of  misfor- 
tune to  either  of  you.     My  Cecirs  inno- 
cence must  be  her  companion  through  the 
shrubbery,  since  I  cannot  resume  my  fa- 
Tourite  situation,  for  it  would  be  dangerous 
and  improper  to  take  Peggy  with  ypu.'* 
Miss  Fortescue  affectionately  embraced 

her. 

"I   shall   have  your  prayers,    my  dear' 
friend  :  pnre  and  spotless  they  will  arise  to 
the  throne  of  mercy,   and  my  dear  father, 
I    trust,     will  never  be   informed   of   his 
daughter's     disobedience.      Dearly    as    I 
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love  Lord  Desmond,  I  would  not  give  pain 
to  my  father ;  I  would  not^  for  any  other 
being  in  the  world  even  run  the  risk  of  of- 
fending him.  But  is  it  to  be  wondered, 
that  his  child's  heart  should  not  prove  in- 
sensible to  the  merits  of  the  son  of  his 
once  adored  Emma  ?" 

The  return  of  the  Viscount  put  an  end 
to  their  conversation,  but  not  to  the  fears 
of  his  self-accused  daughter. 

When  Lord  Desmond  had  confided  to 
bis  cousin  his  interview  with  Miss  For- 
tescue,  and  when  Lady  Angeline  heard 
that  it  depended  solely  on  herself  to  ren- 
der happy  two  objects  so  dear  to  her,  she, 
with  her  usual  generous  disinterestedness, 
immediately  complied  with  his  request. 

*'  I  see,  my  dear  Robert,*'  said  she, 
"  that  it  would  be  vain  and  impertinent  of 
me  to  attempt  advising  you,  therefore  if  I 
can  in  any  way  be  serviceable  to  you  and 
Miss  Fortescue,  you  may  rely  upon  my 
readiness  to  attend  you.  1  shall  not  feel 
quite  so  uncomfortable  or  uneasy  as  when 
I  accompanied  my  dear  sister  in  her  girlish 
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imprudence:    then  I  was  the  silent  witness 
of  a  passion  which  on  the  part  of  Sidney 
was,   I  believe,  ardent  and   sincere;    but 
now  I  hope  I  shall  be  considered  as  the 
friend  of  each,   as  One  who  deeply  feels  the 
painful   necessity  which    can    make     two 
amiable  and  mutually  attached  beings  re- 
sort to  the  disagreeabieness  of  clandestine 
meetings.  ,  In  consenting,  my  dear  Robert, 
to  again  become  a  party  concerned  in  so 
hazardous  an  enterprize,  I  give  you  a  strong 
proof  of  my  regard,  and  only  beg  in  return 
that  you  will  not  reproach  me  again  with 
my  refusal  of  the  Marquis  of  Arlington," 

"  Dearest  Angeline,  forgive  me,"  replied 
her  cousin  ;  "  you  know  my  friendship  for 
his  lordship,  let  that  plead  as  my  excuse  ; 
but  will  you  oblige  me  to-morrow  evening 
by  going  with  me  on  the  lake?  Cecil  will 
be  there.  I  am  to  play  on  the  flagellet  as 
the  announcement  of  my  success  :  your 
presence  will  be  highly  gratifying  to  her." 

*'  But  I  must  then  be  seen  by  her  bro- 
thers, who  of  course  will  be  with  her." 

'*  And  what  of  that,  my  Angeline  ?  Why 
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should  you  avoid  those  who,  no  doubt,  are 
well  acquainted  with  your  virtues?*' 

He  was  standing  close  to  Lady  Ange- 
line's  favourite  myrtle;  his  hand  during 
I  his  conversation  with  her  ladyship  had 
repeatedly  touched  its  leaves,  and  she 
watched  with  fear  and  trembling,  lest  he 
should  unconsciously  break  it. 

At  last,  her  terror  got  the  better  of  her 
reserve,  and  she  begged  him  not  to  spoil 
her  tree  by  plucking  off  its  leaves. 

'^  I  will  give  you  a  better,  my  dear  cou- 
sin," said  he,  taking  up  the  little  china  pot 
in  which  it  grew :  "  this  is  too  trifling  to  be 
placed  with  the  rest/' 

"  Oh  !  no,''  hastily  replied  her  ladyship  : 
^'  put  it  down,  Robert:  it  is. far  more  valu- 
able to  me  than  all  its  companions." 

"  Indeed!"  cried  Lord  Desmond  in  a 
tone  of  surprise,  "  and  what,  my  dear  An- 
geline,  has  rendered  it  so  valuable  ?" 

The  deep  blush  which  overspread  her 
face  and  neck  betrayed  that  it  possessed  a 
secret  charm.  Her  confusion  increased  at 
bis  inquiring  gaze:    recovering  a  little,  she 

VOL.    III.  K 
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said  that  she  was  attached  to  it  from  hav- 
ing herself  reared  it  with  a  great  deaf  of 
trouble  and  attention  from  a  sprig.  "  And 
what, my  gentle  cousin,  first  made  that  sprig 
so  dear  to  you  ?*' 

.Again  the  blood  rushed  into  the  lovely 
face  of  Lady  Angeline. 

"  You  are  inquisitive,  Robert.  When  I 
nominate  you  my  father  confessor,  you  will 
have  a  right  to  question  me  thus  closely  ; 
until  then,  think  only  of  Cecil.'* 

Lord  Desmond  pressed  her  hand. 

*'  Angeline,'^  said  he,  "  dares  not  trust 
me  with  the  history  of  this  little  tree;  it 
shall,  nevertheless,  be  held  sacred  by  me  ; 
time,  perhaps,  will  discover  what  you,  my 
dear  cousin,  at  present  wish  to  conceal.** 

He  staid  not  for  her  reply,  but  joined 
his  uncle  in  the  drawing-room,  and  when 
she  had  recovered  her  composure,  saw  her 
enter  without  again  distressing  her  by  his 
inquisitive  glances. 

Ever  desirous  to  give  pleasure  to  others. 
Lady  Angeline  accompanied  Lord  Des- 
mond the   next  evening  on  the  lake.     It 
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was  later  than  usual,  and  Cecil  began  to 
apprehend  that  her  half-formed  wish  would 
be  realized,  when  the  well-known  tunes  of 
her  lover's  flagellet  caught  her .  ear,  and 
in  a  few  moments  he  appeared  with  Lady 
Angeline. 

Cecil  indeed  felt  highly  gratified  by  this 
mark  of  her  ladyship's  friendship  and  re- 
gard. Her  veil  was,  however,  too  closely 
drawn  over  her  face  for  Miss  Fortescue  to 
observe  her  changeful  countenance. 

"  Surely  that  is  Lady  Angeline,*'  cried 
Sidney  ;  *'  but  why  does  she,  evidently, 
seek  to  avoid  our  observation  ?" 

"  From  feelings  which  do  her  credit/* 
replied  his  brother.  "  Her  modesty  and 
delicacy  of  deportment  have  at  all  times 
been  conspicuous.  Lord  Desmond,*'  he 
continued,  still  gazing  at  the  boat  which 
contained  them,  *'  is  a  happy  man.  How 
earnestly  she  appears  to  be  conversing 
with  him.  She  has  thrown  back  her  veil. 
He  is  privileged  to  behold  features,  which 
charm  by  their  sweetness  and  sensibility, 
^ven  more  than  by  their  beauty.     Again  it 
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is    drawn   down  :    tliev  have  turned   this 
way." 

Cecil  hardly  ventured  to  encounter  the 
expressive  eyes  of  her  lover :  the  glow  of 
satisfaction  which  tinged  his  cheek,  and 
animated  his  form,  was  well  understood 
by  herself  and  Mrs.  Fortescue. 

Sidney  pushed  their  boat  to  where  they 
usually  landed  and  lifted  out  his  wife,  but 
Henry  proposed  to  remain  half  an  hour 
longer,  and  asked  his  sister  to  bear  him 
company.  To  this  she  consented,  and 
again  their  little  bark  sailed  tranquilly  on 
the  unruffled  bosom  of  the  lake.  Henry, 
lost  in  thought,  left  it  solely  to  its  own 
guidance.  It  passed  close  to  the  opposite 
shore,  when  the  voice  of  Cecil  reminded 
him  of  her  presence. 

"  There     is     the  romantic   little   root- 
house/'  said  she,  ''  which  had  nearly  pro- 
ved fatal  to  Sidney  ;  and  there,  was  it  not 
my  brother,    that  you  first  beheld   Lady 
Angeline  T* 

"  Oh  !     no,''     hastily    replied    Henry, 
"  it  was  on  a  fine  and  beautiful  night,  like 
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this,  that  Sidney  and  myself  first  beheld 
the  daughters  of  the  Earl.  They  were  in 
their  pleasure-boat  close  to  my  filther's  gar- 
den ;  it  stopped  at  that  spot,  my  dear  Cecil, 
where  I  have  raised  the  rustic  seat.** 

He  coloured  deeply  and  continued. 

"  Lady  Elvira  and  her  sister  had  their 
veils  thrown  back :  the  former  boldly  raised, 
her  hand  to  pluck  some  of  the  clematis, 
which,  you  remember,  hangs  over  the  edge 
of  the  water.  The  second  time  1  saw  Lady 
Angeline  she  was  in  company  with  her 
sister  and  aunt:  they  were  singing  for  her 
amusement.  One  simple  action  of  Lady 
Angeline's  impressed  me  forcibly  with  aa 
opinion  of  her  modesty.  At  our  approach 
she  hastily  drew  her  veil  over  her  face, 
while  the  seducing  Lady  Elvira,  by  her 
glances,  inflamed  the  already  captive  heart 
of  Sidney.  It  was  in  the  root-house,  my 
Cecil,  I  ventured  to  disobey  my  father ; 
but  his  happiness  and  that  of  my  brother 
was  at  stake.  I  sought  the  beautiful  sis- 
ters: I  exposed  myself  to  the  magic  witch- 
ery of  their  charms  :  I  gained   a  moinen- 
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tary  ascendency  over  Lady  Elvira,  and  it 
was  there  she  absolved  my  brother  from 
his  vows:  it  was  there  he  again  renewed 
them  ;  and  it  was  here,  on  this  spot, 
opposite  to  which  we  now  rest,  that  I 
restored  to  Lady  Angeline  her  half  peni- 
tent sister/* 

He  paused  and  cast  a  glance  around 
him  .*  no  one  appeared.  Lord  Desmond 
and  the  fair  object  of  his  musings  had  re- 
turned to  the  Castle. 

'*0h!  Cecil,**  he  exclaimed,  "  it  is  no 
Imiger  a  crime  to  acknowledge  that  on  this 
spot,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  felt  the 
full  power  of  feminine  loveliness.  The 
grateful  pressure  of  her^  soft  white  hand, 
the  speaking  eloquence  of  her  tender  blue 
eyes,  the  heaven  of  sweetness,  of  virtue, 
of  feeling  which  she  displayed,  made  her 
appear  more  than  human.  Even  now  I 
think  I  behold  ber  3s  on  that  eventful 
night,  when  gratitude  animated  her  to  ex- 
press her  sense  of  the  obligation  she  con- 
ceived herself  under,  in  terms  which  thril- 
led   through    my  frame,   while  the    deep 
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blush  of  shair^  for  the  levity  of  her  sister's 
conduct  heightened  the  beauty  of  her  mo- 
dest countenance.  At  that  dangerous  mo- 
ment, in  which  my  senses  and  my  heart 
were  surprised,  the  remembrance  of  one, 
now  no  more,  of  one,  whom  as  a  sister  I 
sincerely  regarded,  checked  the  warm 
emotions  of  my  soul,  and  triumphed  over 
the  momentary  weakness.** 

Cecil  threw  her  arms  around  him,  af- 
fected by  his  conversation,  and  too  con- 
scious that  he  alone  of  her  family  was  wor- 
thy the  confidence  of  her  father.  With 
brotherly  tenderness  he  kissed  away  her 
falling  tears,  and  strained  her  to  his  bosorp, 
then  turned  his  boat  to  the  grounds  of  the 
Viscount. 

Silently  they  landed,  and  for  a  few  mo- 
ments reposed  themselves  on  Henry's  seat. 
He  pointed  out  to  his  sister  the.clematisy 
and  owned  that  the  spot  was  rendered  dear 
to  him  by  its  first  discovering  to  his  sight 
the  youngest  daughter  of  the  Earl. 

"  Dearest  Cecil,"  said  he,  in  a  melan- 
choly voice,  "  if  I  have  been  led  to  betray 
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the  real  state  of  my  soul  to  you,  its  fir^t 
and  sole  confidant,  do  not  suppose  that 
I  cherish  any  hope :  that  would  be  vain. 
Well  do  I  know  the  fixed  determination  of 
my  father  remains  as  unshaken  as  ever. 
Never,  no,  never,  I  solemnly  swear  it, 
will  I  be  the  cause  of  his  repenting  of  the 
vow  he  made.  Great  have  been  his  suffer- 
ings, great  may  be  mine,  but  they  will  ever 
remain  unknown  to, the  Viscount.^* 

*'  Ah  !''  cried  his  sister  with  a  shudder  of 
self-reproach,  "  few,  my  Henry,  can  boast 
of  your  firmness,  but  how  would  you  act 
were  you  assured  of  the  love  of  Lady  An- 
geline  ?  were  you  convinced  that  you  pos- 
sess her  entire  affection  ?" 

"  As  became  the  son  of  such  a  father. 
Has  he  not  set  his  children  an  example, 
my  Cecil,  of  filial  duty,  filial  love,  and 
have  we  not  the  power  to  imitate  it  ?  But 
come,  my  beloved  sister,  the  damp  from 
the  water  will  give  you  cold  :  let  us  return 
to  the  Abbey.'* 

*' AhV*  thought  Cecil,  "  to-morrow  night 
I  shall  be  exposed  to  its  damp  at  a  much 
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later  hour.      To-morrow   I   shall,  indeed, 
give  an  instance  of  forbearance  and  filial 
duty  well  worthy  the  sister  of  Henry,  the   - 
daughter  of  the  Viscount/* 

The  kind  soothings  of  Mrs.   Fortescue 
alone  inspired  her  with  courage  to  ventur. 
out  by  herself,  even  in  the  grounds  of  her 
father:   her   spirits  during   the    next   day 
frequently    forsook    her,    and    when    she 
parted    from    her    family   for   the    night, 
when  she  received  the   kiss  and  benedic 
tion  of  her  father,  her  heart  severely  re- 
proached  her  for  her  want  of  obedience. 
The    tears   of   ingenuous    sorrow  gushed 
into  her  eyes,  and  she  hastened  to  her  own 
apartments. 

Love  and  friendship,  however,  shed 
their  inspiring  influence  over  her  soul :  she 
threw  open  her  window,  and  gazed  ad- 
miringly  on  the  clear  mild  lustre  of  her 
favourite  planet. 

All  was  silent  as  death  within  the  Ab- 
bey :  she  cast  a  look  towards  some  tall 
trees  :  through  an  aperture  of  one  of  them 
she  could  just  discern  the  towers  of  De 
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Courci  Castle.  Its  deep-toned  clock  first 
gave  notice  of  the  appointed  hour:  she 
thought  she  heard  the  rippling  of  the  wa- 
ter; and  anxious  not  to  make  Lady  Ange- 
line  wait,  she  hastily  threw  over  her 
shoulders  a  scarf  of  black  velvet,  and  de- 
scending softly,  was  in  a  few  minutes  on 
the  lavrn. 

Here  she  paused  to  take  breath  :  with 
trembling  apprehension  she  looked  round, 
then  hurried  on,  and  gained  in  safety  the 
shrubbery.  Again  she  paused;  she  thought 
she  heard  footsteps :  she  listened  with 
sickening  dread  :  they  approached  with 
caution.  Lord  Desmond  clasped  her  in 
his  arms,  then  led  her  to  the  place  where 
the  boat  was  moored.  Lady  Angeline 
sprang  out  of  it,  and  threw  her  arms  round 
the  sister  of  Henry,  who  returned  her  em- 
brace with  affection. 

Lord  Desmond  placed  himself  between 
them  on  the  rustic  seat,  and  held  a  hand 
of  each,  while  Cecil  one  moment  re- 
joiced at  the  opportunity  she  had  of  ex. 
pressing  her  affection  for  Lady  Angeline^ 
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and  the  next  lamented  the  privacy  of  their 

meeting. 

Her   ladyship  was  not  slow  in  assuring 

Miss  Fortescue  of  her  regard,  a  proof  of 
Avhich  she  now  gave  her  by  accompanying 
Aier  cousin,  while,  he,  too  happy  in  the 
society  of  his  Cecil,  thought  not  of  either 
the  imprudence  or  the  danger  of  their  in- 
terviews. 

"  Our  visit  must  be  a  short  one,  dear 
Miss  Fortescue,'*  said  Lady  Angeline, 
"  but  the  next  shall  make  Robert  amends. 
Lady  Mary  retired  to  her  chamber  very 
unwell  to-night,  and  I  am  rather  fearful 
that  my  aunt  may  send  for  me,  if  she  is 
not  better.'* 

''  I  would  fain  express  my  sense  of  your 
kindness/'  replied  Cecil,  ''  but,  dearest 
•  Lady  Angeline,  I  am  at  present  too  con- 
fused,  too  alarmed,  lest  we  should  be  dis- 
covered. Think  for  me  all  that  a  grateful 
heart  can  feel  when  sanctioned  even  in  its 
errors  by  such  a  friend  as  yourself.' ' 

^'  We  are  all  guilty,*'  said  her  ladyship 
smiling  sweetly,  as  she  pressed  the  hand 
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of  Cecil  to  her  lips,  ''  and  I  am  the  most 
culpable,  since  it  is  not  the  first  time  of 
my  committing  the  same  fault." 

Her  ladyship  rose,  and  walked  towards 
the  spot  which  had  concealed  the  brothers. 

Miss  Fortescue  knew  to  what  she  allud- 
ed, but  Lord  Desmond  would  not  allow 
her  to  reply.  ; 

*'  And  must  I  then  quit  you,  dearest 
Cecil  ?*'  said  he.  "  How  short  appear  the 
moments  when  you  are  near  me— how  dull 
and  tardy  when  you  are  absent.  Will  you 
bless  me  with  this  indulgence  to-morrow 
night,  for  now,  on  Angeline's  account,  I 
will  not  venture  to  prolong  my  stay?*' 

.  Her  ladyship  now  joined  them,  and  took 
the  hand  of  Cecil,  who  blushing  said  : 

"What  shall  I  do,  my  dear  friend?  I 
fear  your  cousin  will  not  be  denied.'* 

''  You  must  consent  to  his  request,"  re- 
plied Lady  Angeline. 

*'  We  will  be  here  to-morrow,  at  the 
same  hour;  Bnd  may  Heaven  protect  you 
until  we  meet  again.  But  let  us  see  yoti 
through  the  gloom  of  this  shrubberv/^ 
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Cecil  trembled  violently  as  she  leaned 
for  support  on  her  lover  and  his  cousin, 
who  seemed  equally  agitated. 

"  Oh  !"  said  the  sister  of  Henry,  raising 
her  fine  eyes  to  heaven,  *'  that  my  dear 
father  did  but  know  the  inestimable  beings 
he  so  sedulously  avoids.  What  rapture 
should  I  then  feel  in  being  thus  supported. 
Ah  !  Lady  Angeline,  there  are  more  hearts 
tlian  mine  that  would  throb  with  bliss  at 
such  an  event.*' 

Lord  Desmond  threw  ^n  arm  round 
each. 

"  Beloved  creatures!*'  he  exclaimed 
passionately.  *'  You  are  worthy  of  each 
other.  Oh!  my  adored  Cecil,  how  cru- 
elly I  feel  the  necessity  of  separating.*' 

They  were  now  within  sight  of  the 
house. 

Miss  Fortescue  broke  from  the  arms  of 
her  lover,  and  flew  across  the  lawn  ;  then, 
pausing  at  the  door,  she  w^aved  her  hand, 
and,  closing  it  gently,  gained  in  safety  her 
own  chamber. 

Lord  Desmond  and  his  cousin  were  not 
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long  in  regaining  their  boat,  and  returned 
unnoticed  to  their  separate  apartments. 

Lady  Angeline  thought  only  of  the 
words  of  Miss  Fortescue :  '  there  are  more 
hearts  than  mine  that  would  throb  with 
blisg*  at  such  an  event.* 

Whose  could  she  mean  :  to  whom  could 
she  allude? 

Weary  with  conjectures,  and  not  daring 
to  trust  to  the  secret  desiresof  her  own 
heart,  she  hastily  cast  aside  her  clothes, 
and  retired  to  bed,  with  a  mind,  if  not 
quite  so  tranquil  as  usual,  yet  innocent, 
and  free  from  every  improper  feeling.  '' 

In  the  morning:  she  was  awakened  with 
the  joyful  intelligence  that  the  wishes  of 
her  uncle  were  gratified. 

Lady  Mary  was  now  the  happy  mother  of 
a  fine  boy. 

Scarce  waiting  to  finish  her  dress,  Lady 
Angeline  stole  softly  to  her  apartment,  and 
kissed  with  increased  affection  the  pale 
cheek  of  her  friend  and  her  little  babe, 
then  hastened  to  its  father  to  wish  him  joy 
of  his  treasure. 
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All  now  was  happiness  at  the  Castle. 
The  Earl  ordered  open-house  to  be  kept 
until  the  christening,  which  \was  to  take 
place  in  the  fifth  week ;  and  Lady  Angeline 
immediately  wrote  to  her  sister  the  wel- 
come news  of  the  little  stranger's  arrival. 

Night  again  brought  the  lover  and  the 
friend  to  the  rustic  seat  of  Henry  Fortescue : 
again  the  former  pressed  with  impassioned 
tenderness  the  blushing  timid  Cecil  to  his 
bosom,  and  felt  at  each  succeeding  inter- 
view more  keenly  the  cruel  prohibition  of 
her  father. 

^  These  silent  meetings  continued  for 
nearly  a  fortnight,  in  which  time  Miss 
Fortescue  became  so  attached  to  the  ami- 
able sister  of  Lady  Elvira,  that  with  diffi- 
culty she  refrained  from  disclosing  the  sen- 
timents of  her  youngest  brother  for  her 
highly  valued  friend. 

One  evening,  according  to  appointment, 
Cecil  flew  to  enjoy  the  luxury  of  love  and 
friendship:  she  had  gained  the  shrubbery, 
but  Lord  Desm6nd  was  nqt,  as  usual,  at  its 
entrance.    Wondering  at  his  unaccustomed 
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tardiness,  she  quickened  her  steps,  and  dis- 
covered tke  boat  with  only  Lady  Ange- 
lina 

'*  Heavens!  what  is  the  matter,  my  be- 
loved friend,  that  I  see  you  without  Des- 
mond ?*' 

"  Do  not  alarm  yourself,  my  dear  Ce- 
cil,^' said  her  ladyship,  as  she  landed  : 
"  Robert  is  well,  but  prevented  from  com- 
ing to  you  by  the  Earl ;  who,  with  Lord 
Reginald  and  my  cousin,  are  gone  to  meet 
a  brother  of  Lady  Mary*s,  and  do  not  re- 
turn until  to-morrow.  Robert  was  quite 
uneasy  on  your  account,  until  I  assured 
him,  that  for  your  sake,  I  would  try  and 
conquer  my  timidity,  and  venture  alone  to 
ease  you  of  your  fears.  I  suspect  that  I 
have  been  a  tardy  navigator,  for  it  is  the 
first  time  I  ever  steered  a  boat ;  and,  I 
assure  you,  I  did  it  with  fear  and  tremblings 
although  the  night  is  perfectly  calm." 

"  And  have  you,  my  generous  friend, 
done  this  for  me  ?  Dearest  Angeline  I 
how  can  I  thank  you  ?" 

"  I  am  repaid  by  the  satisfaction  I  enjoy 
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111  your  conversation  and  affection/'  replied 
her  ladyship.  ''Oh!  what  an  October 
night,  my  ,dar  friend  ;  what  a  scene  is  this 
before  us:  how  grand,  how  sublime,  how 
beautiful,  are  the  works  of  the  Creator  !'' 
This  spot  must  be  very  dear  to  you,  Ce- 
cil," said  her  ladyship,  looking^  round: 
"  but  did  not  I  hear  somethino:  move?" 

"  It  is  only  the  foliage  of  the  trees.  Yes, 
dear  Angeline,  your  presence,  and  my 
beloved  Desmond's,  have  indeed  rendered 
it  dear  to  me.  My  brother  Henry  erected 
the  seat  we  now  rest  on:  to  him  this  scene 
is  particularly  attractive." 

"  Indeed  !"  said  her  ladyship,  casting 
her  eyes,  though  she  knew  not  why,  to- 
wards the  clematis  plucked  by  her  sister. 

'•  Yes,"  continued  Cecil,  "  it  brings  to 
the  mind  of  my  brother  the  pleasurable 
remembrance  of  one,  whose  virtues,  beau- 
ty, and  delicacy  of  sentiment,  were  here 
first  made  known  to  him.  .  Can  you  guess, 
Angeline,  to  whom  I  allude  ?** 

Her  friend  turned  faint. 

*'  It  was  here  my  brother  first  saw  my 
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generous   little   friend;    it  was  here ■, 

Heavens!   what  is  that  ?*' 

Lady  Angeline,  alarmed,  rose  suddenly^ 
and  had  just  gained  the  boat,  when  she  felt 
herself  withheld  from  entering  it,  and 
heard  the  voice  of  Henry  Fortescue  ex- 
claim :  ^ 

"  Is  it  possible  !  Do  I  indeed  behold 
Lady  Angeline  De  Courci?'* 

Confused,  ashamed,  and  dreading  for 
her  friend,  she  sunk  breathless  on  the 
bosom  of  his  sister,  who,  assisted  by  her 
"brother,  conveyed  her  to  the  seat. 

Amazement  sat  depicted  on  the  face  of 
Henry:  he  scarce  believed  his  senses,  yet 
he  felt  that  all  was  real;  that  he  held  the 
soft  hand  of  Lady  Angeline ;  that  he  be- 
held her  elegant  little  figure  ;  and  heard 
the  deep  sigh  proclaim  returning  anima- 
tion. . 

"  Cecil,  my  dear  Cecil,"  said  he,  '^  help 
me  to  calm  the  trembling  of  this  angelic 
being  ;  assist  me  also  to  develope  the  mys- 
tery of  your  private  meetings.  Tell  me  to 
what  happy  circumstance  are  you  indebt- 


THE    SONS    OF    THE    VISCOUNT.       911 

ed   for  the    blessing   of  Lady   Angeline's 
friendship/' 

''  I  will  satisfy  you,  my  Harry,  another 
time  :  that  her  ladyship  is  my  friend,  my 
dearest  friend,  I  glory  in  avowing.  She 
has  this  night  given  me  a  proof  of  it,  by 
venturing  across  the  lake,  at  this  late 
hour,  to  meet  me,  that  will  never  be  effac- 
ed from  my  memory  or  my  heart." 

If  Henry  looked  surprised,  Lady  Ange- 
line,  as  she  raised  her  eyes  to  the  face  of 
his*sister,  expressed  equal  astonishment. 

'^  I  understand  you,  my  dear  Angeline,'' 
continued  Miss  Fortescue,  ''  but  my  bro- 
ther is  deserving  of  all  my  confidence. 
Your  generous  friendship  also  calls  upon 
me  to  clear  you  from  even  a  shadow 
of  blame.  1  have  said,  Henry,  that  I  will 
explain  every  thing,  and  I  mean  it,  but  my 
trembling  friend  at  present  demands  all  my 


care. 


"  Lady  Angeline,"  said  Henry,  in  a 
voice  of  exquisite  tenderness,  "  distresses 
me  by  the  extreme  agitation  she  manifests. 
Ah  !   Cecil,  tbe  delicate  refinement  of  your 


J512     THE    SONS    OF    THE    VISCOUNT. 

friend  betrays,  alas!  your  secret.  Speak, 
Lady  Angeline,  1  conjure  you — are  you  not 
once  more,  against  your  inclination,  against 
your  reason,  the  silent  spectator  of  dis- 
obedience? Turn  not  from  me,  I  entreat," 
said  he,  throwing  himself  at  her  feet:  "your 
silence,  your  confusion,  tell  me  that  my 
sister  is  the  beloved  of  Lord  Desmond." 

"  Oh!  Henry,"  exclaimed  Miss  Fortes- 
cue,  bursting  into  tears,  and  flinging  her 
arms  round  his  neck,  '*  forgive  me,  if  I 
have  hid  from  you  the  state  of  my  heart ; 
forgive  me  if,  indeed,  I  own  that  Lord 
Desmond,  the  son  of  Lady  Emma,  is  sa- 
credly dear  to  me.'* 

Henry,  in  great  agitation,  rose;  and  for 
a  few  minutes  paced  the  walk,  then  re- 
turning, he  stood  before  the  weeping, 
trembling  friends. 

"  Oh!  my  sister,"  he  cried,  "  how  rashr 
ly  have  you  endangered  your  peace  of 
mind.  After  the  examples  you  have  receiv- 
ed, after-  the  knowledge  you  have  gained 
of  my  father's  undiminished  resentment, 
after  the  confidence  which  has  been  re- 
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posed  in  you,  how  have  you  fallen  short 
of  my  fond  expectations.  Do  not  deceive 
me,  Cecil:  has  not  Lord  Desmond  been 
prevented  from  seeing  you  to-night,  and 
has  he  not  repeatedly  met  you  here?'* 

"  He  has,  my  brother,  but  never  without 
LadyAngeline,'*  replied  the  sobbing  daugh- 
ter of  the  Viscount. 

Henry  now  turned  to  her  ladyship,  and 
took  her  passive  hand. 

"  Dear  Lady  Angeline,  and  are  you  the 
friend  of  disobedience,  you,  whom  my 
imagination  had  rendered  faultless  ?  Have 
you  assisted  to  seduce  my  sister  from  her 
duty?  I  know  not  which  has  deceived 
me  most,  your  ladyship  or  Cecil.** 

Lady  Angeline  felt  the  keenness  of  this 
reproach  :  she  raised  her  tearful  eyes  to 
those  of  Henry,  then,  blushing  deeply, 
cast  them  on  the  ground:  at  length  she  ex- 
claimed : 

"  I  am  too  conscious,  Mr.  Fortescue,  af- 
ter what  has  passed  in  my  own  family,  that 
I  must  appear  to  you  in  no  favourable 
light.     You    have    a  right    to    think    of 
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me  with  indifference,  perhaps   with   con- 
tempt.** 

"  Heavens!**  said  he,  hastily  interrupt- 
ing her,  "  how  can  such  a  thought  enter 
your  mind  ?  Duty  alone  restrains  the  over- 
flowings of  my  soul.  Indifference!  Oh! 
Lady  Angeline,  that  I  were  any  thing  but 
w^hat  I  am." 

'*  The  remembrance  of  past  events," 
continued  her  ladyship,  colouring,  "  and 
of  the  part  I  was  then  obliged  to  take,  justify 
my  suspicions.  The  virtues,  the  endear- 
ing qualities,  the  noble  nature  of  my  cou- 
sin, led  me  willingly  to  become  his  friend. 
Your  sister  possesses  his  heart :  worthy, 
nay  faultless  as  she  is,  he  is  deserving  of 
her.  My  presence  alone  enabled  them  to 
converse  with  each  other,  for  never  would 
my  beloved  friend  have  consented  to  meet 
Lord  Desmond,  unless  I  had  accompanied 
him.  Let  your  anger,  therefore,  fall  on 
me,  for  I  deserve  it  most." 

Henry  gazed  on  her  with  melancholy 
fondness. 

*'  I  must  be  more  than  man,***  said  he, 
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^'  were  I  capable  of  entertaining  any  thing 
but  one  sentiment  for  such  a  being  as'your 
ladyship.  Yet  forgive  me,  I  entreat,''  and 
he  seated  himself  by  her  side,  "  if  I  con- 
demn the  exuberance  of  your  affection  for 
your  cousin,  which  has  led  you  to  join  in 
aiding  his  hopeless  attachment.  Lovely 
Lady  Angeline,  it  is  needless  for  me  to  re- 
peat with  what  ecstasy  I  should  give  my 
consent  to  an  alliance  with  your  family ; 
with  what  rapture  I  should  then  seek  to 
gain  your  esteem  if  sanctioned  by  my  fa-, 
ther.  But,  aware  of  the  impossibility  of 
gaining  that,  my  resolutions  are  fixed.  My 
sister,  my  beloved  Cecil,  thy  Henry  has 
set  thee  an  example,  which,  at  least,  you 
mis^ht  endeavour  to  imitate." 

Miss  Fortescue  threw  herself  into  his 
arms  :  her  sobs  affected  her  friend. 

*'  Do  not  chide  her,*'  said  Lady  Ange- 
line. ''  Oh  !  do  not  speak  upbraidingly  to 
her.  Think,"  and  she  laid  her  hand  on 
his  arm  ;  "  think  how  bitter  must  be  the 
agonies  of  hopeless  love." 

Henry    felt    suddenly   electrified  :    she 
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had  touched  the  spring  which  guided  the 
movements  of  his  heart. 

He  cast  a  look  upon  the  beseeching 
countenance  of  the  lovely  pleader ;  it 
would  have  betrayed  him,  had  she  not 
been  too  much  occupied  by  her  concern 
for  his  sister. 

Recovering  himself,  he  said  as  he  press- 
ed her  hand  to  his  lips  : 

"  Never,  Lady  Angeline,  can  you  plead 
in  vain.  I  will  not  reproach  my  un- 
happy sister,  I  will  only  exert  all  my  influ- 
ence to  bring  her  back  to  a  sense  of  her 
duty." 

Her  ladyship  now  rose. 

"  Beloved  Cecil,"  said  she,  in  a  tremu- 
lous voice,  "  I  must  leave  you  :  our 
stolen  interviews  are  now  at  an  end,  but 
you  will  live  in  my  heart.  What  can  I  say 
to  comfort  my  poor  cousin?  How  can  I 
inform  him  that  he  must  speak  to  you  no 
more  ?" 

Miss  Fortescue  in  an  agony  of  tears  em- 
braced her,  and  whispering,  said, 

"  Tell  him  that  1  will  be  constant  till 
death*"  < 
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Henry  raised  his  sister  from  the  bosom 
of  Lady  Angeline. 

"  You  distress  your  friend  too  much, 
Cecil :  return  to  the  Abbey.  I  will  fetck 
our  boat,  and  see  her  safe  across  the 
lake." 

"  No/'  replied  her  ladyship,  with  firm- 
ness :  "  1  cannot  accept  your  company. 
The  wind,  which  is  now  rising,  will  enable 
me  soon  to  regain  the  forbidden  shore,  and 
that  affection  which  hushed  my  trenjbling 
fears  when  I  came  will  encourao-e  me  to 
return.*' 

"  You  shall  not  indeed  go  without  me," 
cried  Henry.  "  Stay  1  entreat  until  1  fetch 
the  boat,  else  I  will  jump  into  your's, 
and  swim  back  if  you  refuse  me." 
^  "  My  refusal,"  mildl}^  replied  her  lady- 
ship, "  proceeds  from  ray  unalterable  re- 
solution. No,  Mr.  I'ortescue,  not  for  me, 
not  for  the  sister  of  Lady  Elvira,  sh  ill  you 
disobey,  or  infringe  upon  the  commands 
of  a  parent." 

In  an  instant  she  leaped  fearlessly  into  the 
boat,  regardless  of  the  entreaties  of  Henry  or 

VOL.    m.  L 


218       THE    SONS    OF    THE    VISCOUNT. 

his  sister,  who  stood  watching  it  as  it  glided 
across  the  lake,  until  the  treasure  it  con- 
tained was  landed  in  safety  on  the  Castle 
lawn. 

Silently  and  full  of  woe  the  brother  and 
sister  returned  to  the  mansion  of  their  fa- 
ther, but  neither  of  them  lost  in  momen- 
tary oblivion  the  sense  of  their  own  cruel 
situation  ;  and  when  they  met  next  day, 
each  countenance  betrayed  that  sleep  had 
refused  to  visit  their  pillows,  wet  with  tears 
of  vain  regret. 

Mrs.  Fortescue  was  no  soonex  acquaint- 
ed with  the  source  of  her  friend's  new 
distress,  than  she  exerted  all  her  oratory 
to  calm  her  sorrows.  She  assured  her 
that  love  would  yet  find  out  some  means 
by  which  she  would  either  see  or  hear 
from  Lord  Desmond  ;  and  as  she  possessed 
considerable  influence  over  the  mind  of 
Miss  Fortescue,  she  soon  brought  her  to 
some  de2:ree  of  resig-nation, 

"  Let  us  be  thankful,  my  dear  Cecil," 
said  she,  "  that  it  was  not  the  Viscount, 
but  Henry,  who  discovered  you.    I  should 
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have  thought  he  would  have  rejoiced  at 
the  opportunity  which  presented  itself  of, 
enjoying  the  conversation  of  Lady  An- 
geline." 

Cecil  shook  her  head, 
"  No,"  she  replied,  "  Henry  would 
die  I  am  convinced  rather  than  allow  his 
passion  to  overcome  his  filial  piety.  I  have 
nothing  to  hope  from  him,  nothing  to  ex- 
pect, but  e  xhortations  to  banish  from  my 
lieart  a  love,  which  he  tells  me  will  end 
in  the  ruin  of  us  both/*. 

Mrs.  Fortescue,  however,  thought  other- 
•Wise  ;  and  Lord  Desmond  was  even  more 
indebted  to  her  good  opinion  and  kindness 
than  he  imagined. 

Henry,  distracted  between  contending 
emotions,  felt  himself  but  ill  calculated  to 
advise  his  sister.  He  had  been  led  by  the 
beauty  of  the  night,  and  his  own  melancholy 
reflections,  to  quit  his  chamber  after  he  had 
supposed  all  the  family  were  at  rest.  His 
surprise  on  discovering  his  sister,  and  the 
woman  he  thought  the  most  faultless  of 
her  sex,  in  conversation  together,  when  he 
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was  ignorant  that  any  intimacy  subsisted 
between  them,  was  so  great  as  nearly  to 
deprive  him  of  all  power  of  utterance. 
Had  he  listened  to  the  pleadings  of  his 
own  heart,  which,  against  his  reason,  was 
strongly  in  favour  of  Lord  Desmond,  and 
which  reminded  him  that  it  was  not  for 
her  cousin  Lady  Angeiine  had  refused 
the  Marquis  of  Arlington,  it  would  have 
tempted  him  to  countenance  the  passion 
of  his  lordship,  which  would  also  enable 
him  to  enjoy  the  felicity  of  seeing  and 
speaking  to  her  ladyship.  But  the  natural 
rectitude  of  Henry's  mind  shielded  him 
against  the  occasional  weakness  of  his 
heart.  His  father  was  ever  present  to  his 
view,  and  he  determined  to  prove  as  much 
as  possible  that  he  was  not  unworthy  the 
love  and  tender  confidence  of  the  Vis- 
count. 

Never  had  his  duty  been  put  to  so  severe 
a  test  as  the  present :  from  the  moment  he 
had  first  beheld  Lady  Angeiine,  he  had 
felt  that  she  was  capable  of  bestowing  all 
that  his  romantic  ideas  of  domestic  hap- 
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piiiess  had  ever  suggested.  Independent 
of  his  father's  antipathy  to  her  family,  his 
own  pre-engagement  stifled  in  its  birth 
the  first  preference  his  heart  had  ever  made. 
Now,  however,  he  could  not  so  easily 
check  the  secret  throbbinos  of  that  heart : 
he  had  no  longer  the  same  honourable 
plea. 

Death  had  rentasunder  those  tender  bonds 
which  made  it  criminal  for  Henry  to  be- 
stow a  thought  on  any  but  his  wife,  had 
left  him  free  to  muse  even  to  madness  upon 
the  beautiful  little  form,  the  speaking  eye, 
the  soul-illumined  countenance,  of  the 
Earl's  daughter.  It  was  in  his  power  to 
see  that  winning  form,  to  hear  that  melo- 
dious voice,  to  touch — O  ecstasy  !  her 
trembling  hand,  to  feel  a  bliss  he  had  ne- 
ver known  before,  save  once,  once  near  the 
root-house  of  the  lake. 

Henry  felt  the  magnitude  of  the  tempta- 
tion, he  felt  also  the  glory  there  would  b«^ 
in  resisting  it ;  but  he  dare  not  trust  him- 
self that  day  alone  with  his  sister:  he 
feared  not  for  himself,  but  he  dreaded  the 
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infkience  of  her  tears,  her  sighs,  and  pur- 
posely avoided  her,  until  her  own  reason, 
he  hoped,  would  compel  her  to  acknow- 
ledge thet  ruth  of  what  he  should  be 
obliged  unwillingly  to  utter. 
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